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MEMOIRS 

OF 

DR. EDWARD YOUNG. 



This celebrated and excellent writer was the son 
of Dr. Edward Yoiffig, a learned aod emlneDt divine, 
who was Dean of Sarum, Fellow of Winchester Coir 
lege, and Rector of Upbam, in Hampshire. Out author 
was bora at Upham, io the jrearnesi, and had his edtt- 
>cation>t Winchester CoU^^, till he was chosen on the 
foundation of New College, Oxford, October 13, 1703, 
but removed in less than a year to Corpus Christi, 
' wheve be entered himself a Gentleman Commoner- 
Archbishop Tenaison put him into a law fellowship . 
in 1708, in the college of All Souls. He toolc the de- 
gree of Bachelor in 1714, and became LL. D. in 1719. 
His tragedy of Busiris came out the same year ; The 
Revenge in 1721 ; The Brothers in 1723; and soon after 
bis elegant poem of The Last Day, which engaged the 
greater attention for being written by a layman. Th« 
Foree of Religion, or Vanquished Lore, a poem,^o 
\ gave much pleasure. These woits procured him the 
friendship of some among the nobility, and the patron- 
age oT the Dulce of Wharton, by whcnn he was induced 
to stand a candidate for a seat in parliament for Ciren- 
cester, but without success. The bias of his mind was 
strongly turned toward divinity, which drew Lim away 
firom the law before he had begun to practise. On his 
taiiii^ orders, he was appointed Chaplain in ordinary 
to George II. in Aiaril, 1728. His first work in his new 
character was a Vindication of Providence, published, 
A 
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2 BIEMOIRSOr 

as welt as bie Estimate of Human Life* in quarto. Sao* 
after, in 1730, bis college presented him to tlie rectory 
of Welwyn, in Hestfordshire, woftb 300/. per annunir 
beside the lordship of the manor which pertained to> 
it. He married Lady Betty Lee» widow of Col. Lee, 
in hTSl. 8be was daughter of the Eail of Litchfield. By 
her be bad a ion. 

Notwithstanding the high estimation in which be^ 
was beJd, bis familiar interconrse with many oftbe 
first rank, his being a great fivourite of Frederick 
Prince of Wales, and paying a pretty constant attend- 
ance at court, be never rose to higher preferment, if, 
boworer, we except his being made clerk of the closet 
to the Princess Dowager of Wales in 1761, when be 
was fourscore years of age. 

His fine poem of the ISight Thoughts, it is welT 
known, was occasioned by a family distress ; the lose 
«»f tii6 wife and the two children, a son and a daughter, 
wbomsBe bad by her first husband; these ril died' 
within a short time of each other in 1741. The son-in- 
Uw is characterized in this work by the name of Phi- 
laodfer, and the young lady, who sunk ihto a decline 
through grief for the loss of her mother, by that or 
IVarcissa. Hfe removed her, in hope of her deriving 
benefit from a warmer climate, to Mon^elier, in the 
south of France ; but she died soon after their arrival 
in that city. The circumstance of bis being obliged 
to bury her in a: field by night, not being allowed in- 
terment in the churchyard, on account of her being a. 
prot^»stant, is indelibly recorded in Night III. of this 
divine poem. 

He was upwards of eighty when he wrote his Con- 
jecture on Original Composition, in which many beau- 
ties appear, notwithstancHng the age of its author; 
and Resignaticm, his last poem, contains proofe in eve- 
ry stanza, that it was not written with decayed facul- 
ties. He died at the parsonage bouse$ at Welwyn» A- 
pril 12, 1765, aged eighty-four years, and was buried 
under the ftlta^pie«e oC that cluirch, by the side of bl» 
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Vife By Us own desire, be wae foltoired by IcUUm 
*poor of tbe perish, witboiitsnytolttag of the bells, or 
my person ftppeering at liis funeral In moomiBg. He 
bad caused all his maboscripts to be destroyed before 
his death. He left the whole of his fNtnne, which 
was pretty considerable, with the ezcepdon of a few 
legacies, to his son, Mr. Frederick Tong, thoegfa he 
^otild never s^e hhn in his lifettane, owhig to his dt6- 
pleasnrfe athis fanprudent conduct ateellese. far which 
he had been expelled. 

His character was that of the true Christian Dfrine ; 
Ub heart "was In bis ptofessioo. It is reported, that 
cmee preaching iii his turn at St Janies*8, and betai( un- 
able to gain attention, he sat down, and burst into tears. 
His conversation was of the same natures his work*;, 
and showed a solenui cast of thought to be natural to 
him : death, futurity, judgment, eternity) were hi« 
«onunon topics. When at home in the country, be 
spent many hours in the day watting among the gratey 
in the church-yard. In bis garden he had an alcove, 
painted as if with a bench to repose on ; on approach- 
ing near enough to diseever the deception, the follow- 
ing^ motto was seen ^. 

** inHHbUia mm deeipimi» 

'* The things unseen do not deceive us.** 

la his poem of the Last Day, Obe of his earlittt 
Works, he caDs his muse " the Melancholy Bfaid, 

'* whom dismal scenes delight, 
** Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night.*' 

tirafton is stM by Spence to have made him a present 
of a human skull, with a candle in it, to serve him for 
» lamp ; and he is reported to have used it. Tet he 
promoted an assembly and bowlhig-green hi his psrisb, 
lad often attended them. He would indulge in occa- 
•iooal aalJies of wit, of which his well-known epigram 
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MYoitaire* is t H>«cimeii; bat {kfirhapt there >w 
iDore of iodignatiMi than pleasantry in it, aa his satire 
was ever pointed against indecency and irreligion. 
His satire, intituled The Love of Fame, or the Uni- 
versal Passion, is a great performance. The shafts of 
his wit are dvected against the folly of being devoted 
:lo the ftshion, and luming to appear what ^e are not. 
We meet here with smoothness of style, pointed sen' 
tences. solid sentiments, and the sharpness of resistr 
Jess truth. 

The Night Thoughts abound in the most exalted 
flights, the utmost stretch of human thought, which is 
the great excellence of Young's poetry. " In his 
Night Thoughts,** says a great critic, ** he |ias exhibited 
a very wide display of original poetry, variegated with 
deep reflections and striking allusions ; a wilderness of 
thought, in which the fertility of fancy scatters flowers 
of every hue and every odour." It must be allowed, 
however, that many of these fine thoughts are over> 
cast with the gloom of melancholy, so as to have an 
eflfect rather to be dreaded by minds of a morbid hue : 
they paint, notwithstanding, with the most lively fancy, 
the feelings of the heart, the vanity of human things, 
its fleeting honours and enjoyments, and contain the 
strongest arguments in sopport of the immortality of 
the souL 

* " Thou art so nrftty, frqfligaU, andViin, 

" Thov tttmst a Milton, wUh his DtiAh uwt 5ill.'* 
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COMPLAINT. 

NJGBT /. 
0N L1F£, DEATH, AND IMBfORTALlTT. 

TO TBE lUOBT HOV. ARTBUft ONSLOW, M«; 

Speaker qfihe House tf Cmmons. 

Tir'b Nature's sweet restorer, balmy Sleep ! 
He, like the world, k^ ready visit pays 
Where fortune smiles ; the wretchid he fomjtcs 
Swift on his downy pinions flies from wo, ^ 
And lights on lids unsullied with a tear. 

From short (as usual) and disturb'd repose 
1 wake : bow happy they who wake no more ! 
Tet that were vain, if ^^ams faifest the grave. ' 
I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wrecked desponding thoug1it» 
from wave to wave o( fencied misery 
At random drove, her helm (treason lost. 
Tho* now restm^d, *tia only change of pain, 
jA bitter change !) severer for severe. 
The day too short for my distresses ; and night. 
E'en in the zenith ot her dark domain, 
Is sunshine to the colour of jny fote. 

Night, sable goddess! from her eb(m throoer 
In rayless migesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o*er a slumb'ring world. 
SUenee, how dead ! and darkness, how profound 
Kor eye nor list'nhig ear an ofatJect itnds ; 
Creation sleeps. Tis aa the general pulse 
Of life stood Btill, and nature made a pause ; 
An awful pause ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her propbecjr be soon fulfilled : 
X^Xt ! (]rop Ut€ fi^rwJa i I «id 1o»« Wf mort* 
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6 THE COMPIAIKT. Nigiu L 

Silence and darkness, solemn sisters ! twins 
From ancient Niglit, who nurse the tender thought 
Td reason, and on reason build resolTe, 
(That column of true ms^sty in man) 
Assist me : I will thank you in the grave ; 
The grave your kingdom: there this firame shall fkll 
A victim saered to your dreary shrine. 
But what arc ye? 

Thou, who didst put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when the morning stars, 
Exulting, shouted o'er the rising ball ; 

Thou, whose word from solid darkness struck 
That spark* the sun, strike wisdom from roy soul ; 
My soul, which flies to thee, her trust, her treasure, 
As misers to their gold, while others rest 

Thro* this opaque of nature and of soul, 
^his double night, transmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind, 

iA mind that fain would wander from its wo) 
icad it thro' various scenes of life and death. 
And from each scene the noblest truths inspire. 
!Nor less inspire my conduct than my song ; 
Teach my best reason, reason; my best will 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm resolve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Kor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On tbb devoted head, be pour*d in vain. 

The bell strikes One. We take no note of tune 
But from its loss : to give it then a tongue 
Is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, 

1 feel the solemn sound. If heard aright. 
It is the knell of my departed hours. 

Where -irr. r. i^ v * wUn IV:--' t" — Vvniid the flood. 

Itis tt- : .■■■ •■ .L-h; 

How a-'euii u \o ba- tiriiif.' : Aiy ntjpe- mid fears 

Start VP a] irM'd, ajitJ o'er life' J nurrnw verge 

l.ook drmu- on Tr hjit : A fiitbomle^*f abyss ; 

A dreS'l tS.5ruity f ho«' surely min*; '. 

And c&a eleTiiity hclong lo me, 

Poor pi n^iflDfir on the boiialjes cf ajj lutmr? 

How iiOCiT, licTT rlf.h, tow alije^'Ti hfiw^fltigosti^ 
How corii[jtii-ritff^ knw iiCirid6ituU i* nviin 1 
How fi-^'iln^ ^m]{\et HH i^IjO maite MrcT mioh J 
Who cifiilef 'd in our umke sucii strange cxlrcnjo« ? 
From different natures, marvellously irix'd. 
Connection exqiudite of di-jtant worl* *. 
Distinguwh'd link In beinii's emiless chain! 
Midnray [>om nothing to the DeiO • 
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01ILirE,DCATR,fre. 7 

A beam ethereal, tidlied and abaorpt i 

Tbo* sullied and disbonour'd, still diTine I 

Dim mmiature of greatness absolute ! 

An beir of glory < a frail child of dust! 

Helpless immortal ! insect infinite ! 

A worm ! a god !— I tremble at myself. 

And in myself am lost At home a stranger. 

Thought wanders up and down, surprts'd, aghast, 

And wondering at her own. How reason reels ! 

O what a miracle to man is man. 

Triumphantly distresa'd ! what joy ! what dread !■ 

Alternately transported and alarmM ! 

What can preserve my life ! or what destroy 1 

An angers arm canH snatch me from the grave ; 

Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

*Tis past coi^ecture : ail things rise in proof. 
While o'er my limbs step's soft dominioo spreads, 
What tho' my soul iaiitftitic measures trod 
0*er fairy fieidSv or monmM along the gloom 
Of pathless woods, or down the craggy steep 
Hurrd headlong^ swam with pain the mantled poo). 
Or scalM the cliff, or danced on hollow winds 
With antic shapes ? wild iKtUves of the brain ! 
Her ceaseless flight, tho' devious, speaks her nature 
Of subtler essence than the trodden clod» 
Active, aerial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 
VnfetterM with her gross companion^ (alL 
£*eii sil^it night proclaims my soul immortal; 
E^en sflent night proclaims etemnl day. 
For Human weal heaven husbands all events: 
Dull sleep instructs, nor sport vain dreams in vain. 

Why then their loss deplore that are not lost ? 
Why vTBiitlfiT?! wretched Thmi^Lt their tombs arousA 
lu iofiiJeJ: JJMtri^as l Aft: nu^'i l> th-.TB? 
S-'iumheri, mJiM up m diL:-t, tiJ.iH'tiU fira? 

Thay Hrfit thfry RreuUy li^i a iii'e on eartb 
Ujilcui^^eJt iJiiL^^oaijtiv^;, -dmi iwin al eye 
Of lej}d!erAei.4. kt beavealy tjity fjill 
tin me, rofli*? .i,mt]y n*iuib*r*(i witb the dead. 
This ia the deflert, lEiis t]je ^nlituiJe : 
Hrw ]i(j|}uIoij4, how vita] i^ ttrt gruve ! 

The vale ^uue-eaJ* ihc sad cyjire^^ sloomi 
Tlie h>M of Hpt'arilicns, eml^ty ?>i^Oe« I 

Is ¥u: <: iiiice ; tho Ttver^e i^ fi-Lly's treed : 
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t fTHI complaint: Ni^hiL 

This a the bud of being, the dim diwor 
The twilight of our day, the Testibule. 
Life's theatre as yet is shut, and Death, 
Strong Death, alone can heave the massy bar, 
This gross impediment of clay remove, 
And make us embryos of existence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for ^ht. 
The future embryo, slumbering in his tire. 
Embryos vfe must be till we burst the shell, 
Ton ambient azure shell, and spring to life, 
The life of Gods (O transp<»t !j and of man. 

Tet man, fbol man ! here buries all his thought*; 
Inters celestial hopes without one sigh. 
Prisoner of earth, and pent beneaUi the moon. 
Here pinions all his wishes ; winged by Heaven 
To fly at infinite, and reach it there, 
Where seraphs gather immortality. 
On Life's fkir tree, fast by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrosial clust'ring glow 
In his full beam, and ripen for the just. 
Where momentary ages are no more ! 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death expire \ 
And is it in the flight of threescore years 
To push eternity from human thought. 
And smother souls immortal in the dust ? 
A soul immortal, spending all her fires. 
Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness, 
Thrown into tumult, rapturM or alarm'd 
At aught this scene can threaten or indulge* 
Resembles ocean into tempest wrought. 
To waft a feather, or to drown a lly. 

Where flOls this censure ? It o*erwhelmfl myself. 
How wa? my heart incrusted by the world ! 
O how self-fetter'd was my grov»ling soul ! 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In silken thought, which reptile Fancy spun. 
Till darkened reason lay quite clouded o'er 
With soft conceit of endless comfort here, • 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ikiea ! 

Night-visions may befriend (as sung above :) 
Our waking dreams are fttal. How 1 dreamt 
Of things impossible ! (could sleep do more 
Of toys perpetual in perpetual change ! 
Of stable pleasures on the toasfaig wave ! 
Eternal stjushine in the storms m life f 
How richly were my noontide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapestries of pictur*d joys : 
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Oir tlTfi, DEATH, ke. 9 

5oj behind k>y, in endless perspective ! 

llal at Death*8 toll, irhose restless irpo Ungue 

Galls daily for bis millions at a meal. 

Starting I woke, and found myself undone. 

Where's now my frenzy's pompous furniture ? 

The cobwebb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 

Of mould'ring mud, is royalty to me i 

The spider's most attenuated thread 

Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 

On earthly bliss ; it breaks at evcrv breere. 
O ye blest scenes of permanent delii;bt ! 

Pull above raeasur«» ! lasting beyond bound ! 

A perpetuity of Wiss is bl ■ s*. 

Could you, so rich in rapture, f- -m* an end, 

The ghastly thought would drink vv al! your joy, 

And quite unparadise tbe realms of li^l.t. 

Safe are you iodg'd above the^e rolling tipbereS} 

Tbe balef\il influence of wboee giddy dance 

Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 

Here teems with revolutions ev'ry hour, 

And rarely for the better; or tbe best 

More mortal than the common births of Fate. 

Each moment has its sickle, emulous 
<^ Of Time's enormous sithe, whose ample sweep 
J' Strikes empires from the root : each roomfent plays 
w His little weapon in the narrower sphere 
I Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts down 
^1 Tbe fairest bloom of sublunary bliss. 
^ Bliss ! sublunary bliss t—proud words, and vain ! 
/ Implicit treason to divine decree '. 
I A bold invasion of the rights of Heav'n ! 
I 1 clasp'd the phantoms, and I found th^m air. 
f O had I weigb'd it ere my fond embrace! 
I What darts of agony had miss'd my heart ! 
^* Death ! great proprietor of all ! 'tis thine 

To tread out emuire, and to quench the stars. 

The sun himself by thy permission shines. 

And, one day, thou shalt pluck him from his sphere. 

Amidst such mighty plunder, why exhaust 

Thy partial quiver en a mark so mean? 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd oa me! 

Insatiate Archer ! could not one suffice ] , 

Thy shaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was slaia ; 

And thrice, ere thrice yon moon haa filled her bore. 

O Cyo^hid ! whv so pale? dost thou lament 

Thy wretched iieiglibo.ur ? grieve to see thy wheel 

Of cea>el€=-s 4 hange oatwhirl'd in human life ? 

How w;iue- ipy borrowed bliss I from Fortune i sm Je, 
A 2 
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10 THE COMPLAIKT. JTffWV. 

Frecarious courtesy ! not virtue's sure, 
Self- given, solar, ray of sound delight. 

In ev*ry vari'd posture, place, and hour, 
How widowM er'ry thought of ev^ry joy • 
Thought, busy thought ! too busy for my peace ! 
Thro' the dark postern of time long elapsM, 
lied softly, by the stillness of the night, 
Jjed.like a murderer (and such it proves 
Strays (wretched rover !) o»er the pleasing past : 
In quest of wretchedness perversely strays ; 
And finds all desert now ; and meets the ghosts 
Of my departed joys, a num'rous train ! 
I rue the riches of my former fate ; 
Sweet Comfort's blasted clusters I lament; 
1 tremble at the blessings once so dear. 
And ev'ry pleasure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why complain 1 or why complain for one ? 
Hangs out the sun his lustre but for me, 
The single man "? are angels all beside ? 
1 mourn for millions ; 'tis the common lot : 
In this shape, or in that, has Fate entaii'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman born, 
Not more the children than sure heirs of paio. 

War, famine, pest, volcano, storm and fire, 
IntesUne brofls. Oppression, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brass, besiege mankind. 
God's image, disinherited of day. 
Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a sun was made j 
There, beings, deathless as their haughty lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life. 
And plough the winter's wave, and reap despair. 
Some for hard masters, broken under arms, 
In battle lopp'd away, with half their Iraibs, 
Beg bitter bread thro' realms their valour sav'd, 
If so the tyrant, or his minion doom. 
Want, and incurable disea^je (fell pair .^ 
On hopeless multitudes remorseless seize 
At once, and make a refuge of the grave. 
How groaning hospitals eject their dead ! 
What numbers groan for sad admission there . 
What numbers, once in Fortune's lap high fed^ 
Solicit the cold hand of charity ! 
To shock us more, solicit it in vam l ^ 
Ye silken sons of Pleasure ! since m pains 
You rue more modish visits, visa here. 
And breathe from your debauch; give, and reduce 
Surfeit's dominion o'er yon. But so great 
Your impuile»cc, ywu Wush at what is right 
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ON LIPB, DEATH, fcc. Ji 

Happy ! did sooroir Mize on sueh alone, 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue save; 
Disease invades the chastest temperance. 
And punishment the guiltless; and alarm, 
Thro* thickest shades, pursues the fond <tf peace* 
Man's caution often into danger turns. 
And, his guard falling, crushes him to deatk 
Not happiness herself makes gOod her«ame ; 
Our very ivishes give us not our wish. 
How distant oft the thiog we doat on moat 
Prom that for which we doat, felicity ! 
The smoothest course of Nature has its pains. 
And truest friends, thro* error, wound our rest 
Without misfortune what calamities ! 
And what hostilities without a foe ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the best on earth. 
But endless is the list of human ills, 
And sighs might sooner fail, than cause to sjgfa, 

A part how small of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by map ! the rest a waste ; 
Rocks, deserts, frozen seas, and burning sands ! 
Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and death. 
Such is earth's melancholy map ! but far 
More sad ! this earth is a true map of man : 
So bounded are its haughty lord^a delights 
To wo's wide empire, where deep troubles tofi3» 
Loud sorrows how], envenom'dpassioui bite, 
Ravenous calamities our vitals seize, 
And threat'nii^ Fate wide opens to devour. 

What then am I, who sorrow for myself t 
In age, in infancy, from other's aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind. 
That Nature's first, last lesson to mankind ; 
The selfish heart deserves the pain it feels ; 
More gcn'rous sorrow, while it sinks, exalts ; 
And conscious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue more than prudence bids me give 
Sworn thought a second channel ; who divide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take, then, O world ! thy much indebted tear; 
How sad a sight is human happiness 
To those whose thought can pierce beyond an hour! 

thou I whate*er thou art, whose heart exults ! 
Wouidst thou I should congratulate thy fate ? 

1 know thou wouidst ; thy pride demands U from me. 
Let thy pride pardon what thy nature needs^ 

The salutary censure of a friend. 

Thou happy wretch ! by btindncss thou art blessM > 
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m THE COmPtAlNT. Ifighil 

By dotage dandled to pcrpetaal smiles; 
Know, Smiler ! at thy peril art thou pleas'd : 
Thy pleasure is the promise of thy pain. 
Misfortuiie, like a creditor severe, 
But rises in demand for her delay ; 
She makes a scourge of past prosperity. 
To sting thee more, and double thy distress. 

Lorenzo, Fortune makes her court to thee : 
Thy fond heart dances while the Syren sines' 
Dear is thy welfare ; think me not unkind: 
I would not damp, but to secure thy joys 
Think not that fear is sacred to the storm. 
Stjmd on thy guard against the smiles of Fate. 
Is Heav'n tremendous in its frowns ? most sure - 
And in its favours formicteble too: * 

Its favours here arc trials, not rewards ; 
A call to duty, not discharge from care; 
And should alarm us full as much as woes; 
Awake us to their cause and consequence,' 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our desert* 
Awe nature's tumults, and chastise her joys, ' 
ILest, whUe we clasp, we kill them; nay, mvert 
To worse than simple misery their charms. 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, 
Like bosom friendships to resentment sourM, 
With rage envenomed rise against our peace, 
^eware what earth calls happiness: beware 
AUjoys, but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on less than an immortal base, 
Fond as he seems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine died with thee, Philander ! thy last sigh 
pissolv'd the charm ; the disenchanted earth 
Lost all her lustre. Where her glittVmg tow'rs > 
Her got Jen mountains where? All darken'd down 
To naked waste; a dreary vale of tears : 
The great magician^s dead ! Thou poor pale niece 
Of outcast earth, in darkness ! what a change 
From yesterday ! Thy darling h<me so near, 
(J^ng faboured prize .') O how ambition flufch'd 
^y glowing cheek ! ambition, ti-uly great, 
W virtuous praise. DeaWs subtle seed wilhia, 
(Sly treach'rous miner !) working in the dark, 
frnul'd at thy well-concerted scheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to riot ©n that rose so red, 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey I 

Man's foresight is conditionally ^\ if e: 
I/Oi'feiizo ! wisdom into folly turns 
Oft the first instant its idea fai> 
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0:ff LIFE, DEATH, fcc. 13 

To labouring thought ia born How dim our eye i 

The present moment terminates our sight; 

Clouds, thick as those on Doomsday, drown the neiLt; 

We penetrate, we prophesy in vain. 

Time is dealt out by particles, and each. 

Ere mingled with the streaming rands dr llfe> 

By Fate^s inviolable oath is sworn 

Deep silence, " Where eternity begins." 

By Nature's law, what may be, may be now j 
There's no prerogative in human hours. 
Id human hearts what bolder thought can ri^e 
Than man's presumption on to-morrow's daiai I 
Where is to-morrow 1 In another world. 
For numbers tbi^ is certain; the reverse 
is sure to none ; and yet on this Perhaps, 
This Perad venture, infamous for lies, 
As on a rock of adamant we build 
Our mountain-hopes, spin out eternal scheBieiir» 
As we the Fatal Sisters would out-spia. 
And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not e'en Philander had bespoke bis shroud : 
If or had he cajse ; a warning was denied : 
How many fall as sudden, not as safe; 
As sudden, tho' for years admonish'd home i 
Of human ills the last extreme beware ; 
Beware, Lorenzo ! a slow sudden death. 

How dreadful that deliberate surprise ! 

Be wise to-day ; 'tis madness to defer : 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 

Thus on, till wisdom is push'd out Of life. 

Procrastination is the thief of time ; 

Year after year it steals, till all are fled, 
* And to the mercies ofa moment leaves 

The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 

If not so frequent, would not this be strange ? 

That 'tis so frequent, this is stranger still. 
. Of man's miraculous mistakes, this bears 
\The palm, " That all men are about to live,'' ^ 
^For ever on the brink of being born. ^* 

All pay themselves the compliment to think 

They one day shall not drivel ; and their prid« 

On tlii^ reversion takes up ready praise ; 

At least their own ; their future selves applauds i 

How excellent that life they ne'er will lead ! 

Time lodg'd in their own hands is Folly's vales ; 

That lotjg'd in Fate's, U) wisdom they consign; 

The thing tbey can't bill purpose they poetpone j 

'Ti^ not in foily not to scorn a fool; 

^uu scacf.e ia hucaaa ^stsdom to do more. 
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H THE COMPL 4INT. I9ight I. 

All prcHnise is poor dilatory maOt 

And that thro* every stage : When young, indeed, 

In full content we sometimes nobly rest, 

Unanxious for ourselves, and only wish. 

As duteous sons, our fathers were mor« wise^ 

<'At thirty, noian suspecta himself a fool ; 

^ ' Knows it at fortjr, a * ' 

*j At fifty chides his i 

<^ Pushes his prudent \ 

', In all the magnanimity of thought 

i Resolves, and re-resolves ; then dies the same. 
And wb3r 1 because he thinks himself immortal. 
All men think all men mortal but themselves : 
Themselves, when some alarming shoek of Fate 
Strikes thro' their wounded hearts the sudden dread; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air. 
Soon close ; where past the shaft no trace is found. 
As from the wing no scar the sky retains, 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel ; 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
E'en with the tender tear, which Nature sheds 
O'er those we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander t that were strange ! 

my full heart !— But should 1 give it vent. 
The longest night, tho' longer far, would fail, 
And the lark listen to my midnight song. 

The sprightly lark's shrill matin wakes the mom ; 
Grief's sharpest thorn hard pressing on my breast, 

1 strive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 
The sullen gloom, sweet Philomel I like thee* 
And call the stars to listen : ev'ry star„ 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there arc who thine excel. 

And charm thro' distant ages. Wrapt in shade, 

Pris'ner of darkness ! to the silent hours 

How often I repeat their rage divine. 

To lull my griefs, and steal my heart from wo! 

1 roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Dark, tho' not Wind, like thee, Maeonides ! 

Or, Milton, tliee ! Ah, could 1 reach your strain ! 

Or his who made Maeonides our own. 

Man, too, be sung ; inmiortal man 1 sing. 

Oft bursts my song beyond the bounds o£ life ; 

What now but immortality can piea-^e ? 

O had he'press'd his theme, pursu'd the track 

Which opens out of darkness into day I 

O had be nioanted ou his win^s of fire, 

Hoir'd where I sink; and suu^ immortal man '. 

|l,>w bad It^lest maakiud, scad roscu*iLiBe? 
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COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT 11. 
ON TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 

TO THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF WJLMI50T0!f. 

When the cock crew be wept— smote by that ey-« 
Which looks on me, on all; that pow'r who bids 
This midnight sentiael, with cterioo shriUt 
(Emblem of that which shall awake the dead} 
Rouse souls from slumber into thoughts of ueav^Da 
Shall I too weep t where then is fortitude l 
And fcolitude abandoned, where is man ? 
I know the terras on which he sees the light : 
He that is bom is listed; life is war; 
Eternal war With wo: who bears it best 
Deserves it least. On other themes IMl dwell. 
Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee ; 
And thine, on themes may profit; profit there 
Where most thy need. Themes, too, the genuine growtli 
Of dear Philander*s dust He thus, tbo* dead. 
May still befriend— What themes? Time's wondrous 

price. 
Death, friendship, and Pfailander's final scene .' 

So could I touch these themes as mi^ht obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite disengag'd. 
The good deed would delight me; half impress 
On my dark cloud an Iris, and from grief 
Call glory. Dost thou mourn Philander's fatet 
I know thou sav'st it : says thy life the same ? 
He mourns the* dead, who lives as they desire. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of time, 
(0 glorious avafice thought of death inspires. 
As ruBOur'd robberies en<i«ar our gold 1 
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16 THE COMPLAINT. T^ighi II. 

O Time •' than gold more sacred ; more a load 
Than lead to fools, and fools reputed T^ise. 
What moment granted man without account ? 
What years are squander'd, Wisdom's debt unpaid ! 
Our wealth in days all due to that discharge. 
Haste, baste* he lies ih wait, he's at the door. 
Insidious Death t shoidd his strong hand arrest, 
No composition sets the pris'ner free. 
Eternity's inexOTable chain 
Fast binds, and vengeance claims the fuU arrear. 

How late I «hudder'd on the brink ! how late 
liife caU'd for her last refuge in despair ! 
That time is mine, O Mead ! to thee 1 owe; 
Fain would I pay thee with eternity; 
But iU my genius answers my desire : 
My sickly song is mortal, past fay cure. 
Accept the will ; — that dies not with my strain. 

For what calls thy disease, Lorenzo? Not 
For Esculapian, but for moral aid : 
Thou think'st it folly to be wise too soon. 
Toutb is not rich in time ; it may be, poor ; 
Part with it as with money, sparing r pay 
"No moment, but in purchase of its worth ; 
And what its worth, ask death-beds ; they can tell. 
Part with it as with life, reluctant ; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come : 
Time higher aim'd, still nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels : virtue more divine. . 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain 1 
(These Heav'ri" benign in vital union binds) 
And sport we like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal suns inspire ? Amusement reigns 
Man's gr^at demand : to trifle is to live : 
JtnA is it then a trifle, too, to die ? 

Thou say'st I preach, Lorenzo ! 'TIs confess'd. * 

Wfcat if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 
Who wants amusement in the flame of battle ? 
Is it not treason to the soul immortal, 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize? 
Will toys amuse when med'clnes cannot cure ? 
When spirits ebb, when life's enchanting scenes 
Their lustre lose, and lessen in our sight, 
As lands and cities with t beir glitt'ring spires, 
To the poor shatter'd bark, by sudden storm 
Thrown off to sea, and soon to perish there, 
Will toys arouae? No ; thrones will then be toys. 
And eanh and skies seem dust upon the sc^e. 

Redeem we time ^— Its loss we dearly tuy. 
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WM ^Mdt LoNuo ftw kit l^gh-prizM sports t 

He pleads timers num'roos Uaoka ; be loudly pleedi 

The «traw-Iike trifles on lifers eommoo stream. 

From whom those flanks and trifles 4>ut from thee ? 

1^ Uanl^ DO trifle, Nature made, or rae«it. 

▼irtue, or purposM rirtne, still be thine ; 

TIus caoeels thy complafait at ooce: this learei 

In act no trifle, and oo blairic in time. 

This greatens, fills, immortalizes aU ; 

This tbe blessM art of tuning all to gt^d: 

This tbe good hearths prerogative to raise 

A royal tribute from the poorest hours ; 

Immense revenue ! ev*ry moment pays. 

If nothing more than purpcne in thy pow*r. 

Thy purpose firm is ^qual to the deed : 

Wbo does the best his cirenmstance allows, 

Does treU, aets nobly; angels could no more. 

Our outward act, indeed, admits restrahit :" s 
A »Tis BOt in things O'er thought to domineer; S***— *^ 
\0ttard well thy thought: our thoughts are heard In J 
^ heav*n. V 

On all important time, thro* ev^ry age, 

Tho* mucb, and warm, the wise have urg*d; tbe mail 

Is yet unborn who duly weighs an hour. 

" iSre lost a day"— the ptlnce who nobly eried« 

Bad been an emperor without bis crown ; 

Of Rome ? Say, rather, lord of human race ! 

He spoke as if deputed by mankind. 

80 should all speak : so reason speaks iif all ; 

From the s(^ whispers of that God in man, 

Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, 

For rescue ttom the blessings we possess ? 

Time, the supreme !— Time is eternity ; 

Fregnaat with 9II eternity can give ; 

mgnant with all that makes archangels smile. 

Who murders Time, he crushes in the birtl- 

A pow^r ethereal, only not adorM. 
Ah ! how unjust to feature and himself 

Is thimghtless, thankless, inconsistent man ! 

Like children babbling nonsense in their sporU, 

We censure Nature for a span too short ; ^ 

That span too short we tax as tedious too ; 

Ttwrture invention, all expedi«its tire. 

To lash tbe lingering moments Into speed. 

And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourselvee. 

Art, brainless art! our ftirious charioteer, 

(For Nature's voice imstifled would recal) 

miw beadtoBStowtrdtJie precipice of death. 
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Death most our dread ; death thus more dreidAd mitfe; 

O what a riddle of absurdity ! 

liCuure is pain ; takes off our chariot-wheels ; 

How heavily we drag the load of life ! 

Blessed leisure is our curse ; like that <^Caiir» 

It makes us wander, wander earth around, 

To ay that tyrant Thought. As Atlas groan*4 

The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 

We cry for mercy to the next amusement ; 

The next amusement mortgagea our fields ; 

Slight inconvenience ! prisons hardly frowo> 

From hateful time if prnons set us free. 

Yet when death kindly tenders us reliefr 

We call him cruel ; years to moments shrudTy 

Ages to years. The telescope is tum*d. 

To man's false optics (from his folly fidse) 

Time, in advance, behind him hides his wJngs, 

And seems to creep decrepit with his age ; 

Behold him when passM by; what theils seen 

But his broad pinionS} swifter ^han the winds t 

Apd all mankind, in contradiction strong, 

Rueful, aghast ! cry out on his cweer. 

Leave to thy foes these errors and these ills ; 
To Nature Just, their cause and cure explore. 
Not short Heay'n*a bounty ; boundless our expense r 
No niggard Nature; men are prodigals. 
We waste, not use our tinae : we toeathe, not live. 
Time wasted is existence, us'd is life ^ 
And bare existence, maut to live ordain-Mt 
Wrings and oppresses with emMmous weight. 
And why t since time was given for use, not wastCy 
£njoin*d to fly ; with tempest, tide, and stars. 
To keep his speed, nor ever wait £or man ; 
Time's use was doom'da pleasure, waste, a pain y 
That man might feel his error if unseen. 
And feeling, fly to labour for his cure ; 
Not blundering, split on idleness for ease. 
Life's cares are comforts ; such by Heav»n desigoN}; 
He that has none must make them, or be wretched^ 
Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The soul is on the rack ; the rack of rest. 
To souls most adverse ; action all their Joy. 

Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ^ 
Then time turns torment^ when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wrestle with great Nature's plan | 
We thwart the Deity ; and tis decreed. 
Who thwart his will shall contradict their owq. 

Be&ce our uainVnl ^uunl wiUiow»€h«B ^ 
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w5^Slft.ii?r"^' oiff boson broil : 
Lavfeh oflu^jranB, aad ret fond of life ; * 

^^we thfflk long and sbort ; death seek and shuii ; 
Body yd soul, like peevish man and wift, "" ' 
*^°>t«d Jar, and yet are loath to part. 
w?i i?f***f^ days (rfvanity 1 whU^ here. 
How testelesB ! and how terrible when eone ! 
Ccme ! they ne'er go; whenpast, they liunt us stfll • 
The spirit walks of eVry day de<leas»d ' 

And snules an angel, or a fury frowns. 
:N<Mr death nor life delight us. If time past 
And time possess'd both pain us, what am nlease f 
That whic^e Deity to please ordai^ ^ 
Timeus'd. The man who consecrates his hours 
By vigorous effort and an honest aim, ^^ 
At once he draws the sting of life and death • 
Hewalks with Nature, and berpaths are peace 
pur error's cause and cure are seen! seenext 
Time»8 nature, origin, importance, speed ; 
And thy great aim from urging his career.— 
All-seMual man, because ontouch'd, unseen. 
He looks on time as nothing Nothing else 
Is truly man's ; 'tis fortune's— Time7a god 
Hast thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence '' 
For, or against, what wonders can he do ! 
And will : to stand blank neuter he disdains. 
Wot on those terms was Time (Hear'n's stranger) sent 
On his important embassy to man- ' 

Lorenzo f no : on the long destin'd hour. 
From everlasting ages growing ripe. 
That memorable hour of wondrous birth. 
When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent. 
And big with Nature, rising in his might, 
S^nlSf^^/'^**®^ (^ ^^^ Time was born) 
gjr Godhead streaming thro' a thousand worlds • 
Not on thwe terms, from the great days of hcaV'n. 
Jwm old Eternity's mysterious orb "«»^"» 

Was TuoB cut off, and cast beneath the skies ; 
The skies, which watch him in his new abode, 
Heasurmg his motions by retolving spheres ; 
That horologe machinery divine. 
Hours, days, and months, and years, his children play. 
Like num*rous wings, around htm, as he flies ; 
<^ rather, as unequal plumes, they shape 
fill ample pinions, s^ift as darted flame, 
Togain his goal, t^ reach his ancient restf 
Aaa.ioin anew £teroKy his sire i 
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In his imiDutahility to nest. 
When woiids, that count biS circles now, unhingM, 
(Fate the loud signal sounding) headlong rusii 
To timeless night and chaos, whence the v- rose. 

Why spur the. speedy 1 why with levities 
New-wing thy short, short day's too rapid flight 1 
Know'st thou, or what thou dost, or what is done I 
Man flies firom time, and timefi*om man, toosM^ 
In sad divorce this double flight must end ; 
And then where are we ? where, Lorenzo, then 
Thy sports, thy pomps t 1 grant tbee, jna stat«L 
Not unan^tious ; in the ruffled shroud. 
Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 
Has Death his fopperies T Then weU ma^Ura 
Put on her plume* snd in her rainbow shme. 

Ye weU array'd ! ye lilies of our land ! 
Te lilies male f who neither toil nor spiiit 
(As sister lilies might) if not to wise 
As Solomon, more simiptuous to the sight! 
Te delicate ! who nothmg can support, 
Yottrtelves most insupportable f for whom 
The winter rose must blow, the sun put on 
A brighter beam in Leo; «ilky-soft 
Favonius ! breathe still softer, or be Chid ; 
And other worlds send odours, sauce, and aong. 
And robes, and notions, framed in foreign looms $ 
O ye Lorenzos of our age ! who deem 
One moment unamusM a misery 
Not made for feeble man ; who call aloud 
For e V' ry bauble drivellM o'er by sense, 
For rattles and conceits of e v'ry cast ; 
^ For change of follies and relays of joy. 
To drag your patient thrO* the tedious length 
'Of a short winter's day— say. Sages, say ! 
Wit's Oracles ; say. Dreamers of gay dreams j 
How will you weather an eternal night. 
Where such expedients fail? 

O treach'rous Conscience ! while she seems to tletfp' 
On rose and myrtle, lull'd with Syren song; 
While she seems nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong appetite the slacken'd rein, 
And give us up to license, unrecall'd« 
Unmarlc'd ;— see, from behind her secret iUmd« 
"The sly informer minutes ev'ry fhult. 
And her dread diarv with horror fills. 
Not the gross act alone employs her pen j 
She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band» 
A Fat«hAM (ue I th9 formidable spy» 
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Our dawning purposes of beaH explores^ 

And steals our etnbryos of Iniquity. 

As all rapacious usurers conceal 

Tlieir Doomeday-boolc from all-consuming beirt ; 

Thus, with indulgence most severe, she treats 

Us spendthrifts of inestimable time ; 

Unnoted, notes each moment misapplied ; 

In leaves mtMre durable than leaves of brass. 

Writes our whole history, which death shall rAS 

In ev*ry pale delin^ueot*s private ear, 

And Jud^ent publnh ; puUish to more worldi 

Than this ; and endless age in groans resound. 

Lorenzo, such that sleeper in thy breast ! 

Such is her slumber, and her vengeance such 

For slighted counsel : such thy future peace ! 

And tbinlc*st thou still thou canst be wise too sooo ? 

But why 00 time so lavish is mv song? 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school. 
To teach her sons hers^f. £ach night ve/liet 
£ach morn are born anew ; each day a life ! 
And shaU we kill each day ? If triaJng kills, 
Sure vice must butcher. O what heaps of slaia 
Cry out for vengeance on ua ! Time destroyed 
Is suicide, where more than blood is spilt. 
Time flies, death urges, knells call, Heav'a invitesi 
Hell threatens : all exerts ; in effort all ; 
More than creation labours ! labours more. 
Aad la there in creation, what, amidst 
This tumult universal, wing'd despatch* ' 
And ardent energy, supinely yawns? — 
Man sleeps, and man alone ; and man whose ftie; 
Fate irreversible, entire, extreme, 
Endless, halr'hung* breeze-shaken, o*er the gulf 
A moment trembles ; drops ! and man, for whom 
All else is in alarm \ man, the sole cause 
CM* this surrounding storm ! and yet he sleeps. 
As the storm rockM to rest — Throw years awa^r ? 
Throw empires, and be blameless. Moments seisei 
iIeav*n*B on their wing : a moment we may wish, 
'.When wOTlds want wealth to buy. Bid day stand still ; 
Bid him drive back bis car^ and re-import 
The period past, re-glve the giv*n hour. 
liOrenzo, more tban miracles we want ; . 
lioreaxo-— O tor yesterdays to come ! 

Such is the language of the man awake ;' 
His ardour siurh for what oppresses thee- 
AB<tif Idf aurOour vain, iM^sofi 1 Ko j 
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7hat more than miracle the gods induce. . 
To-day ia yesterday return*d; retifirn*d, 
FuIl-power*d to cancel, expiate, raise, adoro, 
And reinstate iis on the rock of peace. 
liCt it not share its predecessor's fate, 
IjTor, like its elder asters, die a fo<d. 
gball it evaporate in fume, iy off 
Fuliginous, and stain us deeper still 1 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the clemencies of Heav*n ? 

Where shall I find him? Angels, tell me where^ 
Tou know him; be is near you; point him out. 
fihall I see glories beaming fH>m his brow. 
Or trace bis footsteps by the rising flowers? 
Your golden wings, now hov'ring o»er him, shed 
Protection ; now are waving in applause 
To that Uest son of foresight ; lord of fate ! 
That awful independent on to-morrow ! 
Whose work is done; who triumphs in the past; 
Whose yesterdays look backward with a smile i 
Kor, like the Parthian, wound him as thev fly : 
That common but opprobrious lot 1 Past hours, 
If notJby guilt, yet wound us by their flight. 
If folly bounds our prospect by the grave, 
All feeling of fiiturity benumb'd; 
AH god-!ike passion for eternals queach'd; 
All relish of realities expir'd ; 
RenouDcM aU correspondence with the skies ; 
Our freedom chain*d ; quite wingless our desire *, 
In sense dark'prison'd ail that ought to soar ; 
Prone to the centre ; crawling in the dust ; 
Dismounted ev»ry great and glorious aim; 
Xmbruted ev'ry faculty divine; 
Heart-buried in the rubbish of the world ; 
The world, that gulf of souls, immortal souls. 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 
To reach the distant skies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which shall not mourn their masters cliapg'd; 
Tho* we from earth, ethereal they that tell. 
Such veneration due, O man ! to man. 

Who venerate themselves the worid despise. 
For what, gay friend, is this escutcheon'd world, 
Which hangs out death in one eternal night? 
A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the shroud. 
Life's little atage is a small emmence. 
Inch-high the grave above; that home of mao. 
Where dwells the multitude i we gaze around ; 
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We read their ■omnncat; werigb ; and while 
We sigh, we sink— and are what we deplor*d ; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot ! 

Is death at distance? Nor be has been on thee ; 
And giv*n sore earnest of his final blow. 
Those hours which lately smiled, where are they nowt 
Pallid to thought, and ghastly ! drown*d, all drownM 
In that gaeat deep, which nothing disembogues ! 
And, dying, they bequeathed thee small renown. 
The rest are on the wing : how fleet their flight ^ 
Already has the fatid tTai& took five; 
A moment, and the world^s blown up to thee ; 
The sun is darkness, and the stars are dust 

*Ti8 greatly wise to trik with our past hours ; 
And ask them what report they bora te keav'n ; 
And how they m^it have borne more welcome news. 
Their answers form what men experience call; 
If Wi8dom*s friend, her best ; if not, worst foe. 
O reeooelle them f kind experience crieik 
**■ There*8 nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ;, 
** The more our joy, the more we know it Tain $ 
** And by success are tutOT*d to despair.** 
Nor is it only thus^but mist be so. 
Who knows not this, tho* gray, is still- a child: 

V Loose then from earth the grasp of fond desire». j 
Weigh anchor, and sense h^ier clime explore. / 
Art thou 80 momr'd thou canst not disengage, ^ 
Nor give thy thouditt a ply to future scenes t 
Since by lifers paning breath, blown up from earth, 
ZJght as the summer's dust,, we take in air 
A moment*a giddy flight, and fi^l again ; 
Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soi2. 
And sleep, till earth herself slttll be nomwe; 
Since then (as emmets, their smaU world o^erthroEam) 
We, sore amaz*d, from out earth's ruins crawl. 
And rise to fete extreme of foul or fetr, 
As man's own choice (controller of the skies) 
As ntfui'8 despotic will, perhaps one hour, 
(O how omnipotMit is time.') decrees. 
Should not each warning give a strong alarm J 
Warning, far less than that of bosom torn 
From bosom, bleeding o'er the sacred dead! 
Should not each dial strike us as we pass. 
Portentous, as the written wall which struck. 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud Assyrian pale, 
Erewhile higb-Aush'd with instdence and wise T 
Like that the dial speaks, and points to thee, 
LoreozQ I lo»Utto ^r^ \hy banquet up ; 
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*' O man ! thy kingdom is departingfrom tfae4.t 
** And vbile it lasts, is emptier than my stiade.V* 
Its silent language sucli; nor ii6ed*stthottcall 
Thy mad to decmher irtntt it means. 
Know, like the Median, Fate is in thv walls ; 
Dost ask how? whence 1 Belahazzar-liket amazM ! 
Man*s make encloses the sure seeds of death ; 
Life feeds the murderer ; ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurse devours. 

But beret Lorenzo, the delusion lies; 
Thatfiolar shadow, as it measures life, 
It life resembles too : Life speeds away 
From point to point, though seeming to stand B^IL 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth; 
Too subtle is the movement to be seen ; 
Tet som man^s lioar is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our dai^r, gnomons, time t 
As these are useless when the sun is set; 
So those, but when more glmous- reason sliincs. 
Reason should judge iu all ; in reason's eye, 
That sedentary shadow travels hard : 
But such our gravitati<m to the wrong. 
So prone our hearts to whisper what we wish, 
*Tis later with the wise than he*s aware: 
A Wilmington goes slower than the sun; 
And all mankind mistake their time or day; 
E'en age itself. Fresh hopes are hourly sown 
In furrow'd brows. So gentle life's descent, 
We shut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 
We take fair days in winter for the spring. 
And turp our blessings into bane. Since oft 
Man must compute that age he cannot fiael, 
He scarce believes he's older for his years : 
Thus, at life's latest eve, we keep in store 
One disappohitment sure, to crown the rest; 
The disappointment of a |)romis»d hour. 
On this, or similar, Philander, then, 
, Whose mind was moral as the preacher*8 tongue ; 
And strong, to wield all science, worth the name ; 
How often we talk'd down the summer's sun. 
And cool'd our passions by the breesy stream I 
How often thaw'd and shorten'd winter's eve, 
By conflict kind, that struck out latent truth. 
Best found, so sought; to the recluse more coy t 
Thoughts disentangle, passing o'er the lip ; 
Clean runs the thread; if not, 'tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tie up nonsense for a song; 
6on^, fashionably fruitless ; evch^aa atfiwt 
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The fancy, Md iinbali<mr*d passion fir«t, 
Chrau^ her saints to CjrtJierea'B fane. 

KDOw»st tbOH, Lorenzo, what a Wend contains t 
AS bees mm»d nectar draw from iVagirant Boir*n. 
^o men from-frlenAbip, wisdom and delight i 
Twins tied by Nature ; if they part they die. 
Hast thou no (Wend to act thy mind abroach ? 
Good sense will stagnate. Thoughts shut up, want air, 
And spoil, like bates unopen'd to the sun. 
Had thought been aU, aweet speech had been dented: 

too • ^^^^^'S'*^'' '^*°**' speech, thoughts criterion 

Thought in the mine may «oine forth gold or droes; 
When coin*d in words, we know its real worth : 
If sterling, store it for tlrf future use; 
'Twill buy thee benefit, perhaps renown. 
Thoiffiht, tso, delivered, is the more poeaess^d; 
Teacniag we learn, and giving we retain 
The births of intellect; when dumb forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 
Speech bumisbes oiur mental magazine ; 
Brightens for ornament, and whets for use. 
What numbers, sheath'd in eni(Ktion, lie 
Piung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And rusted; who might have borne an edge. 
And play'd a sprightly beam, if bom to speech ! 
If bom blest heirs to half their mother's toi^ue ! 
'Tis thought's exchange, which, Uketh* alternate push 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned scum, 
And defecates the student^s standing pooL 
in contemplation is his proud resource ? 
*Ti8 poor, as proud, by converse unsustain'd) 
Rude thought runs wild in contemplation's field ; 
Converse, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due restraint ; and emulation's spur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw»d. 
'Tis converse qualifies tor solitude. 
As exereijte for salutary rest : 
By that untutored, contemplation raves 
And Nature's fool by Wisdom's is outdone. 
Wisdom, tho' richer than Peruvian mines. 
And sweetw than the sweet sunbrosial hive. 
What is she but the means of happiness 1 
That unobtain'd, than foHy more a fool ; 
A metanchoty fool without her bells. 
Friendship, the means of wisdom, ricMy gives 
The precious end, winch makes our wisdom vi^e. 
Natuzef 10 zeal for human amity, 
B 
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Denies or damps an undivided joy. 

Joy is an import, joy is an exchange i 

Joy fiies monopolists ; it ealls for two : 

Ricli fruit ! Heav'n-planted ! never plucked by one. 

Needful auxiliars are our flriends, to give 

To social man true relish of himself. 

Full on ourselves descending on a line,- 

Pleasure's bright beam is feeble in delight : 

Delight intense is taken by rebound ; 

Reverberated pleasures fire the breast. 

Celestial happiness ! whene'er she stoops 
To visit earth, one shrine the goddess finds. 
And one alone, to make her sweet amends 
For a^ent heav'n — the bosom <rf a friend ; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally soft;. 
Each other's pillow to repose divine. 
Beware the counterfeit ; in passion's flame 
Hearts melt, but melt like ice, soon harder froze. 
True love strikes root in reason, passion's foe ; 
Virtue alone entenders us for life; 
1 wrong her much — entenders us for ever. 
Of friendship's fairest fruits, the fruit mostfiadjF 
Js virtue kindling at a rival fire, 
And etnuleusl^ rapid in her race. 
O the soft enmity I endearing strife i 
This carries Friendship to her noon-tide point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From Friendship, which outlives my former themes* 
Cilorious survivor of Old Time and Death ! 
From Friendship thus, that flow'r of heav'niy seed. 
The wise extract earth's most Hyblean bliss, 
Superior wisdom, crown'd with smiling joy. 

But for whom blossoms this Elysian flower 1 
Abroad they iind who cherish it at home. 
Lorenzo, pardon what my love extorts, 
An honest love, and not aCraid to frown. 
Tho' choice of follies fastens on the great, 
^one clings more obstinate than fancy fond. 
That sacred friendship is their easy prey, 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure. 
Or mscinatioQ of a high-born smile. 
Their smiles, the great and the coquet throw out 
For other hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
And we no less of ours when such the bait. 
Ye Fortune's cofferers 1 ye pow'rs of Wealth ? 
You do your rent-rolls most felonious wrong. 
By taking our attachment to yourselves. 
Cao (Qldgaiafrieadihip % Jmpu<leftc6 of bope i 
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As well mere inan an ugel m^ht beget. 

Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 

Lwenzo, pride r^ress, nor hope to find 

A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 

All like the purchase, few the price will pay ; 

And this makes friends luch miracles below. 
What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 

I show thee friendship delicate as dear, 

CMT tender violations apt to die ! 

Reserve will wound it, and distrust destroy; 

Deliberate on all things with thy friend ; ^ 

^ut since friends grow not thick on ev'ry bdu^h.i 
^ Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core; ° i 

^ First on thy friend deliberate with thyself; ^ 
, Pause, ponder, sift ; not eager in the choice, 'V 
, Nor jealous of the chosen ; fixing, fix ; /^ 

Judge before friendship, then confide till death > 
\Well for thy friend, but nobler far for thee. ^ 
^ow gallant danger for earth's highest prize I 

A friend is worth aU hazards we can run. 

♦' Poor is the friendless master of a world: 

*• A world in purchase for a friend is gain." 
So sung he (angels hear that angel sing ! 

Angela from friendship gather half their Joy !) 

So sung Philander, as his friend went round 

In the rich ichor, in the ^en'roua blood 

Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 

A brow solute, and ever-laugbing eye. 

He drank long health and virtue to his friend. 

His friend ! who warm'd him more, who more in^pirV, 

Friendship's the wine of life ; but friendship new 

(Not such was his) is neither strong nor pure. 

O ! for the bright complexion, cordial warmtb, 

And elevating spirit of a friend. 

For twenty summers ripening by my side ; 

All feculence of falsehood long thrown down : 

All social virtues rising in his soul; 

As crystal clear, and smiling a^. they rise ! 

Here nectar flows •• it sparkles in our sight ; 

Rich to the taste, and genuine from the heart. 

High-flavour'd bliss for gods J on earth how rare ! 

On earth how lost !— Philander is no more. 
Think*at thou the theme intoxicates my f.ong 7 

Am I too warm 1 — Too warm I cannot be ! 

1 Idv'd him much, but now I love him more. 

Like birds, whose beauties languish, halt conceal'd, 

Till motmted on the wing their glossy plumes 

Expanded, shine with azure, ^een, and gold ; 
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How UesBJncs brighten as tfaey talte their fiiglit. 
His flight Philander took ; hia upward fligbt, 
Ifever soul asceaded. Had he dropt, 
( That eagle genius) O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew, I then had wrote 
What friends might flatter, prudent foes forbear. 
Rivals scarce damn, and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can I must ; it were profane 
To quetlch a glory lighted at the skies, 
And cast in shadows his illustrious close, 
tstrange ; the theme mostafi^ctu^, most sublime* 
Momentous most to man, should sleep unsung 1 
And yet it sleeps, by genius unawalc'd, 
Vainimor Cttristian, to the blush of Wit. 
Man's highest triumph* mui's profoundest fall, 
Theddatb-bedofthejttst ! is yet undrawn 
By mortal band ; it merits a divine : 
Angels should paint it, angeh ever there ; 
There, ona post of honour and of joy. 

Dare I presume, then? but Philander bid?. 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls. 
Yet am I struck, as struck the soul beneath 
Aerial groves,' impenetrable gloom, 
Or in some mighty ruln^s solemn shade, 

0- ./,:.■.. I'. : ■/-l ■;■.••. . : AkVi 

li . ■ ' ■■ ■■■■■■ ■ , . , ■■: . iM kSltE*. 

Or ttl Vii'. irutljiij^iiL uliLtii'i hLtlliiirdilLuiiti. 
Jt ia reUEi^n lo jirntefid : I pauBc— 
AaJeuttr, iiV(Ei the temple of my tbetn^- 
if it hifi dt^lh-lMd ! |fu t it ig hi* shrinQ^ 
H^hoLd him there juat min§ to i gwJ. 
p Tlif^ ^-luiiiibcrwIiF.tre^ IhegTiod ruan meflts Iti* Ait« 
[ Is privilegi'd buycfid the tc^mmODirTitk 
f Of virtue UB !lfe, q'Mte in the v(fr/feof hes^^'n 
Viy, jfc jirafaoirr S if not, ciraw neanfMli bew^^ 
Hec eivt^ the hi t -Xu\.-i . j / 1 .1 -i . ]<■■ i-e 1 1 1 r i:l<aificft 
VhaUbfowin tlii^ J;: .r .ji-MMi ,;iM-,ifi?: 
If unrestOrM hy tM-, ^i.-|.-iir yurjj- iMjf ; 
For hero resiati*.'-? tlf (urju-jtraikm dweJJf i 
A death- L ^d'j Q dftenerof the heart- 
Ht'FEtiT'd DiiiPmtUatiui] df^jp* hpr maak 
*riiro' Lrffi's grimace, that iniiaU-eBe^nfllJiii uttamk 
Here r^'^iand a^piirt tit an? ttteiume. 
toy *ee the rnnfl, ytiu see ills hcJd ud heav'ji, 
traotuid hlri I'litue j a^ Fbiliiiid«T'i> bOund^ 
Heav'n iv wis nut the lu'^t u]'?ui4?iit ; otitiei li<<r ffimrj^l 
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▲ lecture Bileot, but ofsovereigD poir*r ! 
To Vice cooftffiioov and to Virtue peace. 

Wlxateyer farce the boastful hero plays, 
Virtue aloue has majesty in Death, 
And greater still, the nK»e the tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! he severely frowned on thee, 
** No warning giv'n .' uneereiqonious flste ! 
'* ▲ sudden rush from life*s meridian joys J 
** A wrench from all we love ! from tdl we are i 
** A restless bed of pain I a plunge opaque 
'* Beyond coigecture ! feeble Nature's dread ! 
** Strong Reason shudders at the dark unknown '• 
** A sun extinguished ! a iust opening grave ! 
** And, oh '. the last, last : what 1 (can words express, 
'* Thought reach ?) the last, last— sflence of a friend P* 
Where are those horrors, that amazement wheure, 
TIdfl hideous group of illfc (which singly shock) 
Pemands ftroro man l—l thought him man till now. 
Thro* feature's wreck, thro' vanquished agonies, 
/Like the stars struggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
Wtet gleams oi joy? what more than human peaces 
Where the frail mortal ? the poor abject worm? 
He, not in death the mortal to be found. 
flfts conduct is a legacy for all. 
Richer than Mammon's for bis single heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin. 
With unreluctant grandeur gives, not yields. 
Bis soul sublime, and closes with his me. 

How our hearts bum witbio us at the scene ! 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fixt to man •* 
His God sustains him in bis final hour ! 
His final hour brings glory to Us God ! 
Man's glory Heav'n vouchsafes to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep ! mixt tears of grief and joy .' 
Amazement strikes ! devotion bursts to flame I 
Christians afk)re i and infidels believe. 

As some tall tow'r, or lofty mountain's brcrtr, 
Detains the sun illustrious, from bis height. 
While rising vapours and descending shades. 
With damps and darkness drown the spacious vaU, 
Undampt by doubt, undarken^d by despair. 
Philander thus augustly rears his bead. 
At that black hour which gen'ral horror sheds 
On the low level of th' inglorious thropg : 
Sweet peace, and heav'nly hope, and humble joy, 
Divinely beam on his exalted soul ; 
Destruction gild and crown him for the skies, 
With ificommuiiiftble lustre brisht. 
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COMPLAINT. 

mOHT III. 

NARCISSA. 
Ig*osccnda quidem, tcirent si ignosun meuus. Tir«, 

INSCRIBED TO HER GRACE THE DUCHESS OF P ^ 

From dreams, where thought in Fancy's mase runs 
To reason, that beav'n-llghted l^mp in mant [iBa4 
Once more I wake ; and at the destin'd hour. 
Punctual as lovers to tlie moment sworn, 
I keep my assignation with my»wo. 

O ! lost to virtue, lost to manly thought, 
Tjost to the noble sallies of the soul I 
Who think it solitude to be alone. 
Communion sweet ! communion large and high I 
Our reason, guardian angel, and our God ! 
Then nearest thee, when others most remote; 
And all, ere long, shall be remote but these. 
How dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 
A stranger ! unacknowledged ! unapproved ! 
Now woo them, wed them, bind them to thy breast; 
To win thy wish, creation has no more. 

Or if we wish a fourth, it is a friend. 

But friends, how mortal '. dang'rous the desire. 

Take Phcebus to yourselves, ye basking bards I 
Inebriate at fair Fortune's fountain-head; 
And reeling thro* the wilderness of joy. 
Where Sense runs savage, broke from Reason's cbtiflt 
And sings false peace, till smotLer'd by the pall. 
My fortune is unlike, unlike my song, 
l^nlike the deity my song invokes. 
I to Day's sofL-py'd sister pay my court, 
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CBiidyniioa*! rinl) and her aid implore ; 
I9ow ftrat impIorM in succour to the Muse. 
Thou, who di(kt lately borrow C7Btbia*8* form, 
And modestly forego thine own ! O thou. 
Who didst thyself, at midnight hours, insphre ! 
Say, why not Cynthia, patroness of song f 
As tbou her crescent, she thy character 
Assumes, still mwe a goddess by the change. 
Are there demurring wits who dare dispute 
Thin rerolutien in the world in^ir'd ! 
^e train Pierian ! to the lunar sphere, 
In silent hour, address your ardent call 
For aid immortal, less her brotber^a right. 
8be with the sphere harmonious nighty leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchless strain ; 
A strain for gods, denied to mortal ear. 
Tnosmit it heard, thou silver Clueen of Heav'n ! 
Wfaftt title or what name endear* thee most ? 
CyDthia t CyQene ! Pheebe !--or dost bear 

With higher gust, fair P d of the skies ? 

Is that the soft enchantment calls thee down, 
More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come, but from heav'niy banquets with thee bring 
The soul (tf song, and whisper in mine ear 
The theft divine ; or in propitious dreams 

Sor dceams are thine) transfuse it thro* the breaet- 
thy first votary— but not thy last. 
If, like thy namesake, tbou art ever kind. 

And kind tbou wUt be, kind on such a theme; 
A theme so like thee, a quite lunar .tbeme, 
Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A theme that rose all pale, and told my soul 
'Twas night ; on her fond hopes perpetual night ; 
A night which struck a damp, a deadlier damp 
Than that which smote me from Philaoder's tomb.. 
Karciasa follows ere his tomb is cloe*d. 
Woes duster ; rare are solitary woes; 
They love a train ; they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that started from my lids for him ; 
Seizes the faithless, alienated tear, 
Or shares it ere it falls. So frequent Death, 
Borrow he more than causes; be confounds; « 
For human sighs his rival strokes^ntend. 
And makes distress distraction. l)h. Philander ! 
What was thy f^tel a double Me to me ; 

^Mth* 4iikt lit J^^oxTolk'i matqueriKU 
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Portent and pain ! a iMBace and a bloiri 
Like the blMk raven fcov'ring o'er «y peace, 
Not Ie« a bird of omen thanof prey. ^ ^^* 
It call'd Narciasa long before her Itour : 
It caU*d her tender soul by break of bl^ 
From the first bloasooi, from the buds of iov - 
Those few oiar noKious &te unbJaated leaves' 
In this inclement clime of luunan Ite. 

Sweet HarmoDist ! and beautiful as sweet i 
And young as beautiful ! and eeft as yount I 
And gay as s<rft ! and innocent as gay i • 

And happy (if aught happy here) as good ! 
For fortune fond had built her nest «ahkrh 
Like birds, quite exquisite of noteandpSme. 
Tran^xM by Fate (who loves a lofty iait) 
How from the summit of the grove shefell 
And left it unharmonious ! all its charm 
Extinguished in the wonders of her song* 
Her song still vibrates in my ravish'd^ 
fitiU melting there, and with voluotuous oala 
(0 to foiget her !) thrilling tbrau^nr heart ! 

Ofbright ideas, flowers of Paradise *«»««w> 

As yetunforfeit ! in one biaze we Lind. 
Kneel, and present it to the skies, m all 
We guess of heav'n ; and these were all beroim 2 
And she was mme ; and I was—was !-mo9t W«Mid— 
Gay tiUe of thedeepestmisery • mw wess'ij— 
As bodies grow more pond'rous robb'd of life. 
Good lost weighs more in grief than gained in joy. 
Like bloasom'd trees o'erturn'dby vernal storm. 
J^vely in death the beauteous mi lay ; * 

And If ui death sUU lovely, lovelier tfeere, 
Jrar lovelier • Pity swells tte Ude of lovi. 
And wiu not the severe excuse a sigb f 
Bcorn the proud man that is asliamed to ween j 

Ye that e^er lost an aogel, pity me ! ^^ 

Soon as the lustre languish^ in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day on human sight. 
And onlier cheek, the residence oTSw-iag, 
Pjaeomensat,andacatter»dfearsaro^ 
On aU that saw (and wiw would cease to case 

?SJlT®^**l???°-> '^ith baste, parentiSbaate. 
I flew LsMtchMherfromthe rigid norS. 

Andb^^bi^^S^toSit^r*'®""®''' 
t As if the wm cimld coTyXcheci'dfcfc bww^ 
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Denied hiawmtedenceour; nor with more 
Regret beheld her droc^mg than the bells 
Of lilies ; fairest lilies, not so foir ! 

dueen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell infteldSt and lead ambrosial lives ! 
In mom and evening dew ^our beauties bathe, 
And drinlc the sun which gives your cheeks to glow, 
And out'blush (mine excepted) every fair ; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand. 
Which often crept your odours, ioeeose meet 
To thought so pure? Ye lovely fi^itires J 
Coeval race with man; forman you smile; 
Why not smile at him too t You share, indeed, 
His sudden pass, but not his constant pain. 

So man is made, nought ministers delight. 
But what hia glowing passions can engage ; 
And glowing passions, bent on aught below. 
Must, soon or late, with anguish turn the acdle ; 
And angubh after r^tui%, how severe ! 
Rapture ! bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By jpluclciog fruit denied to mortal taste, 
WhHe here, presuming oa the righte of Keav*n. 
For transport dost thou cali on ev*ry hour, 
Lorenzo T A t thy friend^s expense be wise : 
Lean not on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the heart ; 
'' A broken reed at best ; but oft a spear; 
[ < On its sharp po4nt Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 
f Turn, hopeless thought ! turn bom her :— Thought re- 
' Resenting rallies, and wakes ev»ry wo. [pelTd 

Snatcb'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! 
And when liind fortune, with thy lover, smii*d ! 
And whenhi§h-llarVOur»d thy fresh opening joys I 
And when bimd man pronounced thy bliss complete ; 
And on aforeign shore, where strangers wept! 
Strangers to thee, and, more surprising still, 
Strangers to kindness, wept. Their eyes let fall - 
luhumaa tears ! strange tears ! tbat trickled down 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderness *■ 
A tenderness that called them more severe. 
In spite ol" Nature's soft persuasion steel'd ; 
While Nature melted, Buperstition rav*d ! 
Tbat mourn'd the dead, and this denied a grave. 
Their s^hs kicens'd ; sighs foreign to the wUi ! 
Their will the tiger suckM, outraged the storm : 
For, oh ! the cura'd ungodliness of zeal ! 
While sinful flesh relented, spirit nurs'd 
In blind infeUibility's embrace. 
The sainted spirit petrified the breast, 
B 2 

Digitized by UOOgle 



34 THB CQUfUkfNT. Nigkt la 

Denied tbe efaerity of dMt to spread 

0*«rdu8t! aefatrihrtbeirdoeienijIoT. 

WjMt couTd I do ! WlMt fuecour ? wtet resource '* 

wHb pioiis sacrilege ft grave I stole ; 

Witb impioiis piety thatgrmve I wroi«*d : 

Short in mv diity, coward in ny grief i 

More like oer murderer tfaftDnieod, I crept 

Witli soft siffipended step, and, muiBed deep 

In midB^lit darluieflB, Whin»er'd By last siglw 

I irhi^perHI what should echo thro* their rwtlim : 

Nor writ her oame^whose tomb should pierce tbe i^ Id 

Presumptuous fear ! bow durst I dreadher foes* 

While Nature's loudest dictates I obeyed t 

Pardon necessity, blest shade ! of grief 

And indignatioB rival bursts I pour*d ; 

Half-execration mingledwith my pray'r ; 

Kfaiidled at man, wl^e I his God aoOT'd ; 



(«.rviuvu *^«iA,^a; wumaineniau agnvc. 

Glows my resentment into guilt 1 what guilt 
Can equal viQlatioi» of the dead ? 
The dead bow sacred ! sacred is the dust 
Of this heav»n-labour*d form, erect, divine f 
This heav»n-aB8UM»d, majestic, robe of earth 
He deign*d to wear, who bung tbe vast expanse 
With azure bright, and cloth*d tbe sun in^ld. 
When ev*ry passion sleepa that can oflReod; 
When strikes ub cv»ry motive that can melt ; 
When man ean wreak bis nmeour uncontroU'd,. 
That strongest curb on iasurtandili-wiU: n 
Then, spleen to dust ! the dust of iuiecence ! 
An angel»s dust '—This Lucifer transcends ; 
When he contended for the Pa^iareb'fr booesy 
'Twas not the strife of malice, but of pride : 
ThejBtrife of pontiff pride, not poatiflTgan. 

Fwr leasthan this is shocking to a race 
Most wretched, but firom streams of mutual lov«. 
And uncreated, but tor love divine ; 
And, but for love divine, this moment lost. 
By Fate resorb»d, and sunk in endless night. 
Man hard of heart to.man ! of horrid things 
Host horrid 1 *mid stupendous, highly stnmce ! 
Yet oft his courtesies are smoother wrennT 
Pride brandishes the fbvours be confers. 
And contumelious bis humanity : 
YL^i^Jen Ms vengeance J Hear it not, ye stars f 
And thou^piie MooiLi tur&peierUttesouBdl 
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BbalstoiBaiithesorflBtfSweitQl. 
ApreviDus blast foretells the rising stiirm: 
€f enrbetming turrets threaten ere they ttU ; 
VolcaBoes beiloir ere they diseiabogjie ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws d^oor; 
And saioke betrays the wide consuming are : 
Ruin from man is most dmccal'^d whea near, 
Andsendi the dreadftil tidings in the blow. 
Uthis the«ightofftncy» would itwere! 
Heav*n*B Sorreini saves all beings, bothtaself, 
That hideous skSu a naked hrawm heart. 

Hr'd is the Minel and let the muse be fir*d : 
Who not inflam»d, when wi«t lie sowksbefMb. 
And io the nerve moat ten<fer,in hIsfHeadi'! 
Ihimie to mankind ! Philander had hia foes; 
He (felt the truths I sing, and I in hfaa: 
Buthenorlfeelmore. Past ills. NarcfaM! 
Arc sunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart ! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pa^j 
Pangs numerous as the num'rous iBsthatswutn d 
O^wthy caftingui8h»d fate, and ehBt*ring there. 

Thick as the locuston the land of Nile, 

Made death more deadly , and more dark the gra^. 

Reflect (if not forgot thy toocblngtale) 

How was each circumstance with aspics tntfd ! 
An aspic each, and all an hydra-wo. 
What strong Herculean virtue couWsulice!— 
Or is it virtue to be conquered here T 
The hoary cheek a tr^ of te^.^»5!!Jwfrrtwi. 
And each tear mourns its own <**»**»g*5SSS; 
And each distress. dlstincUy n»w?^<^2S^ 
Of grief stiU more, as heighten^ by tiie whole. 
A nrief like this proprietars ttdudw! 
Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 
They make mankind the mourner ; carry signi 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way. 
And turn the gayest thought of W*"* 'ff ^^i 
Down the ridht channel, thro' the vale •y«»5:i- 
t£ ^ ^death ! thathushMCtamertao ^e. 
Where darkness brooding o»cr «^^^*®"' 
S^SJ^SSSfcts^Vrre^^ 
Vta^SLinean world, tl»t tand o^ 
FUwalk. Lorenzo, for proud human^w^ 
There let ray thoughts expatiate, and expwro 
iSSmte truths^a healing senj*"^^ hin. 
wSmost wanted, and moe^ welcwne here. 
Forgay Loreaxo'ssakcandferthy own. 
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My soul ; " The fruits of dying friepdtstirvey ; 
** expose the vain of life ; ^.eifh life and death ; 
" Give death bis eul<^y : thy fear subdue : 
*'■ And labour, that first palm of noble minds, 
" A manly scorn of terror from the tomb." 

This harvest reap from thy Narcissa's grave. 
As poets feign'd, from Ajax' streaming blood 
Arosoj with grief inscrib'd, a mournful flow*r. 
Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 
And first, of dying friends : what fruit from these 1 
It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 
TO chase our thoughtlessness, fear, pride and guilt. 
Our dying friends come o'er us, like a cloud. 
To damp our brainless arddurs, and abate 
That glare of life which often blinds the wise. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth 
Our rugged pass to death ; to break those bars 
Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws 
Cross our obstructed way, and thus to make 
Welcome, as safe, our port from ev'ry storm. 
Each friend by Fate snatch'd from us, is a plume 
Pluck*d from the wing of human vanity. 
Which makes us stoop from our aerial heights. 
And damped with omen of our own decease, 
On drooping pinions of ambition lowered, 
Just skim earth's surface ere we break it up, 
0*er putrid earth to scratch a little dust 
And save the Woi-ld a nuisance. Smitten friends 
Are angels, sent on errands full of love ; 
For us they languish, and for us they die ; 
And shall they languish, shall they die in vain 1 
Ungrateful, shall we grieve their hov'ring shades. 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts f 
Shall we disdain their silent, soft address, 
Their posthumous advice, and pious pray'r 1 
Senseless as herds that grase their ballow'd graves. 
Tread under foot their agonies and groans ; 
Frustrate their anguish, and destroy their deaths? 

Lorenzo ! uo ; the thought of death indulge ; 
Gite it its wholesome empire ! let it reign, 
That kind chastiser of the soul in joy ! 
Its reigp will spread thy glorious conquests far. 
And still the tumults of thy ruffled breast. 
Auspicious era ! golden days, begin ! 
The thought of death, shali, like a god, inspire. 
And why not think on death? Is lile thetbemtt 
Of ev'ry thought? the wish of ev'ry hour 1 
And song of ^y'ry joy ? Surprising truth ! 
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The beaten sptniePs fondness not so stnoge. 

To wave the numVous ills that seize on life 

As their own property, their lawful prey ; 

Ere man has measure half his weary stage, 

His luxuries have left him no reserve. 

No maiden relishes, unbroach'd delights; 

On cold-servM repetitions he sidMists, 

And in the tasteless present <}^ews the past; 

Disgusted chews, and scarce can swallow down. 

Like lavish ancestors, his earlier years 

Have disinherited his future hours, 

Which starve on orts, and glean their former field- 

- Live ever here, Lorenzo ! — shocking ^ugfat i 

So shocking, they who wish disown it too ; 

Disown from shame what they from folly crave. 

Live ever in the womb, nor see the l^ht ! 

For what live ever here?— with lab'ring step 

To tread our fofmer footsteps? pace the round 

Eternal? to climb life's worn, heavy wheel. 

Which draws up nothing new 1 to beat, and beat 

The beaten track ? to bid each wretched day 

The former mock ? to surfeit on the same, 

And yawn our joys 1 or thank a misery 

For change, tho' sad ? to see what we have seen ? 

Hear, till unheard, the same old slabber'd tale ! 

To taste the tasted, and at each retin*n 

Less tasteful ? o'er our palates to decant 

Another vint^e 1 strain a flatter year. 

Thro* loaded vessels, and a laxer tone 1 

Crazy machines to grind earth's wasted fruits ! 

Ill ground and worse concocted ! load, not life ! 

The rational foul kennels of excess ! 

Still-streaming thoroughfares of dull debauch .' 

Trembling each gulf, lest death should snatch the boVl. 

i^ucb of our fine ones is the wish refinM ! 
So would they have it : elegant desire ! 
Why not invite the bellowing stalls and wilds t 
But such examples might their riot awe. 
Thro' want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 
(Tho' on bright thought they Iktber all their flights) 
To what are they reduc'd ? to love and hdte 
The same vain world : to censure and espouse 
This painted shrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each moment of each day ; to flatter bad 
Thft)' dread of worse ; to cling to this rude rock, 
Barren, to theb, of good, and sharp with ills. 
And hourly blacken'd with impendmg storms, 
And io(amou8 for wrecks of ]i<Hnai| hope— 
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Scar'd at the gloomf golf that yawiw beneath. 
Such are their triumph ! such their paogs oflor 

'Tfa Ume, hi^jh time, toshlft this aismal scene. 
This hugg»d. this hideous state, what art can cure » 
One only ; but that one what all may reach • 
Virtue-flhe, wonder-working goddfess ! charms 
That rock to bloom, and tames the painted shrew • 
JLnd, what will more siu»ri<e, Lorenzo ! gives ' 
To life's sick, nauseousjteration, change ; . 
And straitens Nature's circle to a line. 
BeUev'st thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear, 
A patient ear, thouUt bhisb to disbelieve. 

A languid, leaden iteration reigns, 
And ever must, o'er those whose joys are joys 
Ofslght, smell, taste. The cuckoo-seasons sing 
The same dull note to such as nothing prize. 
But what those seasons* from the ttummg Ciutlj 
To rif (t i n i» fi ense J n d uj^e, Hi 1 1 ndbt pr ro f fitli, 
YV lii^'h reJuh frjiUa unripenM hv iho snn> 
IVI ak e theii- day a var u ma . v irio ua w t he dyes 
Oil tM flove'H fltck, M'hirh wanUsn in his rsyB. 
On mi ads of dove -tike Jnni>oei]re ji^'^pflff^d, 
Ohli^liienM mlfida. tJmtljask in vlrtiKiN bnana, 
^&^h\U' haJig? tedious, ni^thin^ o!d revolve^ 
In that for which tbty lonjr, for whiiib they live. 
I heir gloraou'i nEFortB, win^M with heavenly b(mi 
Rap! h i-ifl lag mnrti I ng ^e&s 6t il] hi^h p i rise ; 
i-lA^h hoiuiteou-j (iPtwn Ua wriv^lty pTe^^enta 
'I'll worth matuTiJi?, new etren^th , lustre, fiaii- 
W hi le K at H re'i cirr ( a . 1 1 kt- a chdritit wheel 
Hnii Lug beneatlj the i r el e vaU?d aims, 

jVf nfetfA their (kir prcjspect fai rer ev Yy limir i 

Advancini virtue in a Hoe U> b\U^ ; 

\ iTtu^ which ChfiaUan inflUvc-f hcdt liutpire ! 

Auti hli>5, whinhChri.'jtian aeliem^^ali^nB insure I 
Auit ahuU wff then, roi- vlj-tiie^i aaire, cdmmeaee 

Apoatates, onrl turn Infid^ljj ffirjoy » 

A trulii it t!i« faw (Joubt, hut [t wer Inist, 

V„*Je sms u^aiint tfi is 1 1 re , w hu fJ j|:ht9 1 hi? n n%t, " 

What 19 thw liit ? how fetv tlfeir fa v'riJe kaow t 

Foii(} tn tlJt ilirkp and blijirl Ijj our embrace, 

fly pi*9ionit*»Jy Joving MA*. we nukft 

IrfivM Jjfc EiTitovely, IthiLmZ ber to death. 

n e give lo ttae olflrtiity'^? regard, 

Am (IretcabSttalre i^urpiLi^jriFE (hrour port 

i.ife: tiif uq vaJuQ tis an ejjJ. hut mcao-i ; 

An end ^ploraLle ! a racam iiivma I 

*V Ilea lUa ourmJi, *tU nothinsi worafttbai omiftitt 
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A nest of ptios ; when b^ m nothiag, maeh. 
like some iUr hum'rists, life it mott e^jor'd 
Wben courted least ; moet irortta, wbea abcfteeni'd $ 
Tlien His the sesA of comfort, rkh in peace ; 
In prospect richer far ; important ! awful ! * 
l^ot to be mentJon*d but -with stapota ofpiaise ! 
Not to be thought on but with tides of joy ! 
The mighty basis of eternal bliss ! 

Where now the barren rock? the painted shrew 1 
Where now, Lorenzo, life's eternal round t 
Have I not made my triple promise good ? 
Vain is the world \ but only to the vain. 
To what compare we then this vary i^ scene, 
Whose worth ambiguous, rises and decline?. 
Waxes and wanes 1 (In ^propitious Night 
Assists me here) compare it to the moon; 
Dark in herself, and indigent ^but rich 
In boirow'd lustre fi'om a higher spherer 
When gross guilt interposes, labeling earth, 
O*erabadow*d mourns, a deep eclipse of joy; 
Her jfl^, at briightest, paHfd, to that font 
Of f idl effulgent glorr whence thinr flow. 

Nor is that glory distant Oh; Lorenzo, 
A good man and an angel f these between 
How thin the barrier! what divides their fote \ 
Perhaps a momcoit, or perhaps a year ; 
Or if an age, it is a moment still •, 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. 
Then be what once they were who now are gods ^ 
Be what Philander was, and claim the skies. 
Starts timid Nature at the gloomy pass % 
The soft transition call it, and be ebeer'd r 
Such it is often, and why not t6 thee ? 
To hope the best is pious, brave, and wise ; 
And may itself procive wlmt it presumes. 
Life is much flattered, Deatll is much traduc*d ; 
Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 
" Strange composition !»♦— True, Lorenao, strange *- 
So little life can cast into tbe^scale. 

Life makes the soul dependent on the dust ; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the »pb«J«?' . 
ThroMh chinks, styTd organs, dim life peeps at lightj 
Deafhbursts the involving cloUd, and aU ia day f 
An eye,rfl ear, the disembodied pow'r. 
Death has feign'd evils nature shall not feel; 
Lifct ills substantial wisdom cannot shun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that son of Heav»n, 
1^ tyrant Life dethron'd, iii*risoB?d, pim'dt 
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V 5^ ^P^ enlarg'd, ennobJed, deified •» 
r^!^? ^M°i?"**^ **»« *^y» "^^ the soul. <^ 
.. w?K*?*^^J^®° «^l*'«s« ? l»ow he marks as ,rav 

« 4^*'k^*P*."^' '^rtune, elevated power ; 
" Wh^riTSrj? *"l*'^' ****"« **S»*^ "P thi world, 
T ^nf^T ®**^ P"? o*^*' and darkens human race '» 
I grant, Lorenzo, this indictment just • 
The atgft. peer, potentate, king, conqueror* 
DMlh hgiBblea these ^ m<ire barb'rous Life the man 
J-lTe IS tiie triumph of our mouldViog clay- 
Beath of the i?])irk iiiflntte I divine ! ' 

li2\^}^^ ^'^ ^'^^^ ^^^ ''^'*' f*^" i'fe Jnipwts 
k^'k ''^^ l""*". ?:?^ ^"^ ^'^^^ *^d death improves 
Ao hl»« h0« life to boo^^r, tiU death can give 

Uirk iatUee t l^tlin- in eternal day ! ^ 
Lor-Rii^, bluah at fonJuess for a life""^ 
w h I cii sen Js tele-^iin | w u ig on errands vil<» 
;rne.»er for the .n,,:e, ..d serve afbcl?^* 
I ',';'■ '"v' r. "-^'^JJilB^ perhaps 

In aU the damties of a brute bemir'd I 
^renzo, blush at terror for a death 
Whirp?!?**'^* to repose in festive bowere, 
aLh L!.-*^f^" ^'^^^' *°S«Js minister, ' 
And more than angels share, and raise, and crown - 

Wh«f IfoT,®' *^® V'!^^^ ^^'n' *>""t8 of bliss ** . 
What need I more ? O Death, the palm is thUje 

A^^Zt.^?^' ?.^^^ • thydrea&d barbiS^er;, 
n^^t^i^ disease; Djsease though long my guest 
wSrP^n^^'SJ ''f^.'r* ^^^^ tinder ftringfof life- 
Vh-f »'J/"*'' *i""i^« "»<>f«' ^^ toU the ben ' 
Wh JrS r ' ^yS^I ^^«°ds to my funerall 
S£fi?n^**^® ^''^."'« drops, perhaps, a tear. 
7^!L^^,T^.^^. Religion, getter tiught,' 
wSi iS*.t ^^^ *^?^ "^d crown bis tomb 
iTiinH^r*^ ^'"^.P'*'^^ Death is victory. 
It binds m chains the raging ills of life : ^ ' 

ttSlJl^ f ?*'^i*'"». Wmh and Aviik;, 
•rSf^n ** ^'^^ chanot-wheel, applaud his power 
That Uls corrosive, cares impwtunate, ^ 
n»! 5**^ iinmortal too, O Death is thihe. 
Our day of dissolution '-name it rightT 
\ A ^ **."*" «'®*t pay-day : 'tis qur harvest rich 
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Jbre thM thy balm, O GUesd ! heals the wound. 
Birth's feeble cry, and Death's deep dismal groan, 
Are slender tributes low-tax'd Nature pays 
For mighty eain ; the gain of each a life ! 
wit O ! the last the former so transcends. 
Life dies comparM ; Life lives beyond the grave. 
And feel I, Death, no joy from thought of thee ? 
Death, the great couoseUor, who man inspires 
With every nobler thought and fairer deed ! 
gmh, the d^iverer, whorescues man ! 
Death, the rewarder, who the rescued crowns ! 
Sf«h, that absolves my birth, a curse without it I 
jjich Death that realizes all my cares, 
Tws, virtues, hopes; without it a chimera t 
Death, of aH pain the period, not of joy ; 
J^*8 source and subject stiU subsist unhurt; 
gne in my soul, and one in her great sire. 
Though the four winds were warring for my dust. 
•«8» tod-from winds, and waves, and central night, 
fosntg^ {HcisoD'd there, mr duat too I reclaim, 
(To djist when drop proud nature's proudest spheres) 
And live entire. 4 Death is the crown of life ; **v 
Were death denied, poor man would live in vain r\ 
) Were death^deoied, to live would not be life : < 
f Were death denied, e'en fools would wish to die» 7 
\ 2f^*^ ^MMadato cure : we fall, we rise, we reign ! ' 
! wnag tnmjuar fetters, fasten in the skies. 
Where Uooming Eden withers in our sight : 
JJgthgivte ualDOre than was in Eden lost. 
4hi8 ktogof tertt>rs is the prince of peace. 
Jofta abau I <Ke to vanity, pain, death 1 
I What ihall I diel— whei> ^1 1 lire for ever? 
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TUS 

COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT IV. 
THE CHRISTIAN tRIUBfPH; 

CONTAIWINO 

Thi only Cwtfor the Ftar qf Death ; and proper SmU* 
ments ^ Heart on that inestimable Blessing* 

INSCRIBED TO THE HOIT. MR. TORIK» 

A MUCH indebted muse, O Yorke ! intrudes. 
Amid the smiles of fortune and of youth, 
Thine ear is patient of a serious song. 
How deep implanted in the breast of man 
The dread of death ! 1 sing its sovereign cure. 

Why start at death ? where is he ? Death arriv*<t| 
Is past ; not come, or yw^> he's never here. 
Ere hope, sensation faar; blaelc-boding man 
Receives, not suffers. Death's tremendous blow. 
The knell, the shroud, the mattock and the grave; 
The de^p damp vault, tbe darkness, and the ironn ; 
These are the bugbears of a winter's eve. 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Imagination's feinl. and error*a wrntf Ji* 
Manmakesa<!>:':iih whiuli JS'ature rii'Vfr madei 
Then onthep^HjU of hi,^ q-*vq faacy fiUE^ 
And feels a tb<^ii.-^iuiil ik^uf h3 in H^arini. t^ot^. 

ButwereDeatthfnchtl'ul, iwbat haa ^i< tof&XFf 
If prudent, agi? ?tiui>ld meot the frjendl/ foe^ 
And shelter iii hi- liLKfj^abJ^ litjojji, 
I scarce canni* 1 1. s, raoDuiueui but holdH 
My younger ; i; v 'ry tl ale c r iva^-' ' C ome *wr)-.** 
And what recaii^ tntl Hmk. \h& vorid ti»uiMff 
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And ten me ivhat : The wisest cannot tell. 
Sbould any born ot woman give his thought 
Ttdl range on just dislike's unbounded field ; 
Of things the vanity, of men the flaws ; 
Flaws in the best ; the many flaw all o'er : 
As leopards spotted, or as Ethiops dark ; 
Vivacious ill ; good dying inomature; 
(How immature, Narcissa's marble telJs) 
And at iti death bequeathing endless pain ; 
His heart, tho' bold, would sieken at the sight, 
And spend itself in sighs for future scenes. 

But grant to life (and just it is to grant 
To.lucky life; some perquisites of joy • 
A time there is, when, like a thrice-tdd talc, 
L4»ig-rifled life of sweet can yield no more. 
But f^ona our comment on the comedy, 
Pleasing reflections on parts well sustaiu'd. 
Or piupos^d emendations where we fall'd, 
Or bopeas of plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe. 
Toss fortune back her tinsel and her plume. 
And drop this mas)c of flesh behind the scene. 

With me that time is come ; my world is dead; 
A new world rises, and new maooers reign. 
Foreign comedians, a spruce band , arrive 
To push me from the scene, or hiss me there. 
What a pert race starts up ! the strangers gaze, 
And I at them; my neighbour is unknown ; 
Nor that the worst Ah me ! the dire effect 
Of loitering here, of death defrauded long j 
Of old so gracious (and let that suffice) 
My very ma»ter knows me not.— 

Shan I dare say, peculiar is the fate? 
I*ve been so long remembered, I'm forgot. 
An object ever pressing dims the sight. 
And mdes behind its ardour to l>e seen. 
When in his courtiers' ears I pour my plaint, 
They drink it as the nectar of the great. 
And squeeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow ; 
Refusal I canst thou wear a smoother form 1 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme : 
Who cheapens life, abates the fear of death. 
Twice told the period spent on stubborn Troy, 
Court-favour, yet untaken, I besiege : 
Ambition's ill-judged eft'ort to be rich. 
Alas! ambition makes my little less, 
Umbitt'ring the possesa'd. W by wish for more ? 
Wishing, of all cmploymenta, k the wor^t I 
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PhiloBophy^s reverse, and liealtii*8deei]^ t 
Were I as phimp as staH'd Theology, 
Wishing would waste me to this shade again. 
Were I as wealthy ae a Sootfa^ea <f 



Wishing is an eicpedient to be poor. 
Wishing, that constant hectic of a fool, 
Caught at a court, purg*d off by purer air 
And simpler diet, gifts of rural IHe ! 

Blest be that hand divioe, which gently Md 
My heart at rest beneath this humble shed. 
The world's a stately baric, on daag*i>oua seas 
* With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril : 
Here, on a siixle plank, thrown safe ashore, 
I hear the tumult of the distant throng 
As that of seas r«note, or dying storms. 
And meditate on scenes m<we filent still ; 
Pursue my theme, and fight the fear of de»tb» 
Here, like a shepherd gazing finom his hut. 
Touching his reed, or leaning on hisstaflf, 
Eager ambition*8 fiery chase 1 see ; 
I see the circling bunt of noisy men 
Burst law*8 inckeure, le«q[> ttie mounds of right) 
Pursuing, and pursu'd, each other's prey j 
As wolves for rapine, as the fox for wiles, 
Till death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 
^ Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 
J What tbo' we wade in wealth, or soar in fome 
# Earth's highest station ends in, ** here he lies;'* 
i And ** dust to dust,*' concludes her noblest sonc 
If this song lives, poeterUy shall know 
One, tho' in Britain bom, with courtiers bred, 1 
Who thought e'en gold might come a day too late> 
Kor on his subtle death-bed plann'd his Scheme 
For future vacancies iu church or state, 
Some avocation deeming it— to die; 
Unbit by rage cftnlne of dying rich ; 
Guilt's blunder ! and the loudest laugh of Hell. 

O my coevals ! remnants of yourselves ! 
Poor Imman ruins toti'Tiug o'er the grave ! 
Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees, 
Mrike deeper theirvile root, and closer cling, 
HUH more enaraour'd of this wretched soil ? 
Shall our pale witber'd hands be still stretch'd odt, 
Trembling, at once, withcotgemess and age ! 
With av'rlce, and convulsions, grasping hard? 
(irasping at air ! for what has earth beside? 
Man wants but little, nor that little long; 
How soon must be reaign his very dust, 
Which frugal Nature leht bus for an hout .* 
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Wbea in this vale of yeare I btekward ihAb- 
* irmer in health, aod greener in th«ir «»• 
i o play life's suMle game, I scarce h»i{i>v« 
IstjUsurrive. And^rfi^'or^ifer * 
Alive by miracle ! or, wliat Mrnext. 

Who long l»veburrd irhat girea life to lire 
Fmnness of nerve* and eneify of thought ' 
Life's lee IS M»t more shaU<5?tban impure 
And vapid ; Sense and Reason shoVSTe^Sor 
C^ for my bier, and point me to the dwt ' 

Othougrea* Arbiter of Mfe tod d^??.'- 
Nature's immortal, immaterfed sun • 

^^irfl^^'?*' ^^^ '^^« ^'^^^'^ "Je forth 
?^w^i?o^*V^*^"« darkness, where I lay 
The worm's mfericw; and, m rank, beneath 

?5^hS"'^1^''^'*^^ '^'^htobSJ my brow, 
To drink the spu-it of the golden day, ' 
^SiS'al'" wristcDce ; and co Jldst know 
NomobvebutroybHss; and hast ordain'd 
^h^^nw n'"^' *'*^ the Patriarch's joy 
TiJ ff^^ U*'"'''^ ^^ thehmd unknown ; ^^ 
n^S» ;? ^^®;J^ ^'^^ ^n ^»«Mn I trust : 
i n -fifM**-®*.*,?, " 5?^' ? n«*ther weighs j 
'^llr®,'l?^ '" this~01etme live to the! ! 

htjil frowns grim Death ; guilt points the tyrant* s snear 
is ml U^M^"^f ""* • *'««° death fo?iot^*''* 
nrtS^tJ;^ ^^^- ^ ^ "^ °°^^^^ the swarm 
?^?f °SJ warnings wWch around me flew, 

D^th-'i:? JS'"*??^^''u.^"*» ™y cause to.mile t 
i>eath'a admonitions, like shafts unward shot 

Th^S K^t^"* ^^ *^^^*y' ^'^^ Ion?S™e ' 

n !S^S k'"^® ?^ H*''^' *^® ^e^Per is their wound. 

O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it stings : 

Who can appease its anguish ? How it burns ! 

w nat b^ the barb'd, envenom'd thought can draw? 

VH? '*^*»"g ^nd can pour the balm of peace, 

AM tummy sight undaunted on the tombt 

With joy— with grief, that healing hand I see: 
Ah ! too conspicuous ! it is fix'd on high. 
Op hf^h !— what taf%m my ft-eozy 1 I Uae^k^e j 
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4S THE COMPLAINT. Ifight tr. 

Alas! how low ! howfarbenesth the skies! 
The skies it fonn*dt uhI now it bleeds for me— 
But bleeds the balm I want^yet still it bleeds ; 
Draw the dire steel— ah, no ! the dreadful blessing 
What heart or can sustain, or dares forego t 
There hangs all human hope ; that nail supports 
The falling universe; that gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the dismal wish 
Creation had been smotherM in her birth — 
Darkness his curtain, and bis bed the dust ; 
When stars and sun vte dost beneath his thnme \ 
In heav*n itself can such indulgence dwell ? 
O what a groan was there ? a groan not his : 
He seiz'd our dreadful right, the load sustained, 
And heav*d the mountain from a guilty world; 
A thousand worlds so bought, were bought too dear • 
Sensations new in angels* bosoms rise, 
Suspend their song, and make a pause in Ulss. 
O for their song to reach my lofty theme ! 
Inspire me, Night ! with all thy tuneful spheres. 
Much rather thou who dost these spheres inspire ! 
Whilst I with seraphs share seraphic themes, 
And show to men the dignity of man. 
Lest I blaspheme my subject with my song. 
Bhall Pagan pages glow celestial flame. 
And Christian languish ? On our hearts, not heads. 
Fall the foul infamy. My heart, awake : 
What can awake thee, unwak*d by this, 
*' Expended Deity on human weal ?" 
Feel the great truths which burst the tenfold night 
Of heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endless day. To feel is to be firM ; 
Aad to believe, Lorenzo, is to feel. 

Thou most indulgent, most tremendous Pow*r ! 
Still more tremendous for thy wond'rous love ; 
That arms with awe more awful thy commands. 
And foul transgression dips in sevenfold night; 
How our hearts tremble atthy love immense! • 
In love immense, inviolably just ! 
Thou, rather than thy justice should be stained, 
Didbt stain the cross ; and, work of wonders fer 
The greatest, that thy dearest far might bleed. 

Boh! thought ! shall I dare speak it or repress ? 
Should man more execrate or boast the guUt fflamM t 
WhichJ rous'd such vengeance; which such love in- 
O'er guilt (how mountainous !) with outstretchM arms 
Stem Justice, and soft-smiling Love, embrace, 
Supporting, ifl full mi^Mty, thy throne, 
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THE CHRlSTIAir TRltrMPH. rT 

Wlien seemM its m^ty to need support, 

Or that, or man, inevitably lost : 

What but the fathomless of thought diTine 

Could labour such expedient fWmi despair, _ 

And rescue both ? Both rescue ! both exallP 

O how are both exalted by the deed ! 

The irond'reus deed ! or shall I call it more ? 

A irooder in Omnipotence itself i 

A mystery, no less to gods than men ! 

Not thus our infidels th* Eternal diaw, 
A God all o*er consummate, absolute. 
Full orb*d , in his whole round oC rays complete : 
They set at odds Heav'n^s jarring attributes. 
And with one excellence, another wound ; 
Maim heaven's perfection, break Its equal beamt» 
Bid mercy triumph over-MSod himself, 
Uodeified by their opprobrious praise r 
A God all mercy is a God unjust 

Te brainless wits ! ye baptized infidels f 
Ye worse for mending I washed to fouler stains ! 
The ransom was paid down ; the fund of beaven^. 
Heaven's inexhaustible, exhausted fund. 
Amazing and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 
JJl price beyond : though curious to compute, 
Archangeb fail'd to cast the mighty sum : 
Its value vast ungrasp'd by minds create,. 
For ever hides and glows in the Supreme. 

And was the ransom paid 1 it was; and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more T) for you. 
The sun beheld it— No, the shocking scene 
Drone back his chariot : Midai^t veil'd his (ace i 
2f otsuch as this, not such as Nature makes : 
A midnight, Nature sbudder*d tobehold ; 
A midnight, new ! a dread eclipse (without 
Opposing spheres) from her Creator's frown *■ 
Hun ! dicutthoukflv thy Maker's pain ? or start 
At that enormous load of human guilt 
. Which bow'd hia blessed head, o'erwhelm'd bis crod^ 
Made groan the centre, burst earth's marble womb 
With pangs , strange pangs ! deli ver'd of her dead ? 
Hell howl'd ; andheaven that hour let fall a tear : 
Heaven wept, that man might smile ! Heaven bled, that 
Might never die ! [man 

And is devotion virtue 1 'Tis corapell'd. 
What heart of stone but glows at thoughts like these ? 
Such contemplations mount us, and should mount 
The mind, still higher, nor ever glance on man 
Voraptur'd , vuuoflam'd.— Whert roU my thoughtii 
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49 tfifi tOWLAlNT. Ifighl IF. 

To r«fet from woodttrs ! otbeMrontfen rise, 

Aad strike wherever they roll : ray soul Is oaugbt : 

HeaY«n*»sov*relgn blessliigs cltnt^ring from the cross, 

Busb on h^r in a throng, and eloeeiier round, 

The prk ipr of amaze.i-^lD bis UmsM life 

I see the path, and in his death the price. 

And in his great ascent the proof supreme 

Of immortality.— And did he rise? 

Hear, O ye Nations ! Hear it, O y« Dead ! 

He rose, he rose ! he bunt the bars of deatli^ 

liift up your heads, ye everlasting gates, 

And giTe the King of Glory to come in. 

Who is the King of Glory f He who left 

His throne of glory for the pangs of death. 

liirt up your heads, ye everUating gates, 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Who is the King of Glory ? He who slew 

The ravenous foe that gorgM all human race ! 

The King of Glory he, whose glory BlPd 

Heav*n with amazement at his love totoui ; 

And with divine ccHoplacency beheld 

Powers most iUumin'd wiLder*d in the theme. 

The theme, the joy, how then shall man sustain t 
Oh, the burst gates ! crushed sting ! demoli8h*d throne .' 
Tiast gasp ! of vanquished death. Shout, earth and hea- 
This sum of good to man ! whose natinre then [ ven» 
Took wing, and mounted with him fhmitbe tomb. 
Then, t^ben, I rose; then first humanity 
Triumphant passed the crystal ports of light, 
(Stupendous guest !) and seizM eternal youth, 
&'eiz*d in our name. B^er since *Us i>laspbemoas 
To call man mortal. Man^s mortality 
Was then transfers to death ; and heaven's duration. 
Unaltenably sealed to this frail frame. 
This child of dust—Man, all-immortal ! bail ; 
Hail, Heav*n, all lavish of strange gifts to man ! 
Thine all the glory, man^s the boundless bliss. 

Where am I wrapt by this trtumphant theme, 
On Christian joy^s exulting wing, above 
Th* Aonian mount !— Alas, snuul cause ^ joy t 
What if to pain immortall If extent 
or being, to prehide « close df wo ? 
Where, then, my boast of immortality 1 
1 boast itstUl, though cover*d o'er with |u^; 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd } 
*Ti8 guilt alone can justify his death t 
Not that, unless his death can justify 
Relentiog guilt in beaWs iodulge&t sight 
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TH£ CHRISTIAN TRItTMPH. 4* 

tf, lick of folly, I relentt^e writes 

M7 name in heaven with that inverted spear 

(A spear deep-dip*d in blood !) which piercM his side* 

And opeo*d there a foot for all mankind. 

Who strive, who combat crimes, to drink and live : 

This, only this, subdues the fear of death. 

And what is this ?— survey the woad*rouB cure* 
And at each step, let higher wonder rise ! 
** Pardon for ioAnite offence ! and pardon 
** Through means that speak its value infinite ! 
" A pardon bought with blood ! with blood divine ! 
*' With blood divine of him laademy foe '. 
** Persisted to provoke ! though wooM and aw*d< 
** BlessM and cbastisM, a flagrant rebel still ; 
" A rebel 'midst the thunders of bis throne ! 
** Kor I alone ! a rebel universe ! 
** My species up in arms ! not one exempt ! 
«* Tct for the foulest of the foul he dies ; 
** Most joy*d Ibr the redeemed from deepest guilt ! 
** As if our race were held of highest raalE, 
«* And Godhead dearier as more kind to man T' 

Bound ev^ry heart, and every bosom bum ! 
O what a scale of miracles is ben ! 
Its lowest round high planted on the skies ; 
Its towering summit lost beyond the thought 
Of man or aiKel ! Oh that I couM climb 
The wonderftil ascent with equal praise T 
Praise ! flow for ever (if astonishment 
Will give thee leave) my praise for ever flow ; 
Praise, ardent, cordial, constant, to high heav'n 
More fragrant than Arabia sacrificed. 
And all her spicy mountains in a flame. 

O- -» rr. H»t.r,+r, IT •;!, rf^nV p" liSC deSCeUd 

y- : . agers wing 

Kiir^i. [i.^iV ^- i,,i .jp^i, , i.sr ; ,-. H-.n: ijj'Ttiil ears. 

Thus riivim m tbe pickets tti' tire great! 

Is praise tJie jjerquiilte of eVry pnw. 

Though blaE^k as IipI^ thai ^rappk^ welifbr gold? 

Oh [ova af ^o\At thnu rueiJit?:it oi ftibours i 

firtftil pralh* ht^rofJour? wa^sp on virtue's dead ; 

Kiobalifi Ihe base, perfuuro Ui<istertch of guilt. 

Earn diirty bwaJ by Tvma'ijifi^ Kthiofrt Tair; 

BitO)DYiii£ fiith, or stijtrinji it trotn sight, 

A MCSVfn^'Br tn ficein^, where vin'atit posts 

J.i!f€j gibbets yet iiHteoanteil, c^tjject 

Their future DRtumetitii T Fmna crmrH and thrones 

lUV!ini»tpuHtat&Frfl±se ■ thf^u vagsbOnd! 
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so THE COMPLAINT. Night IP^. 

Tbou pratHute ! to thy first love return ; 
Thy first, thy greatest, once unrivaUM theme. 

There flow redundant, like Meander flow. 
Back to thy fountain, to that parent p«m*r 
Who gives the tongue to sound, the thought to soar, 
The soul to be. Men homage pay to men ; 
Thoughtless beneath whoee dreadM eye they bow, 
In mutual awe prctfound, of clav to clay, 
Of guilt to guilt, and turn their backs on thee, 
Great Sirel whom thrones celestial ceaseless sing. 
To prostrate angels an amazing scene ! ' 
O the preeunq>tion of man*8 awe for man »— 
Man^s Author, End, Restorer, Law, and Judge ! 
Thine, all ; day thine, and thine this gloom of night. 
With all her wealth, with all her racfiant worlds, 
What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What heav»n*8 meridian glory but thy smile ? 
And shall not praise be thine, not human praise» 
While heav*n*8 high host on hallelujah's live t 

O may I breathe no longer than I breathe 
]My soul in praise to Him who gave my soul, 
And all her infinite of prospect fair, 
Cut thro* the shades of hell, great Love ! by thee 
Oh most adorable ! most unador'd ! 
Where shall that praise begin which ne'er should end ? 
Where'er I turn, what clafin on all applause. 
How is Night's sable mantle laboured o'er. 
How richly wrought with attributes divine ! 
What wisdom shines ! what love ! This midni^t pon^. 
Till- .■:■" r, - ■■.-■ li, wHliiioMf-n w-rT^:]!^ inlaidi 
■BiiiJt ■v(\\\\ (Irt jnft ?irYitiilioii \ fjOij^riL to iiieti : 
Fof Qlh BTi thlis y rof ua iofi^ T iKJii , upart, 
Abovt^beyofld^ Oh l*U roe, Pii^hly Mind ! 
Where art tiiou 7 shall 1 ilNe into the deep I 
Cill to the suoT or avk the rosiiti^ wlntia 
Vor tTieir CrentnF ^ HtuiU [ nttBai ion loud 
The Ih linger, if in that th' AlintgJily Jwelli I 
Or hold^ Wo furloua EStorms in alraitefl'd rein?^ 
And bids ficrco wMrlwIorta Tflif?elHifi nrpid t:^? 

What mean tlie*o rtuestianB I^-TrtambUns I retnwt; 
lljr iiifif^trate soul ncJun^s the present God; 
PraSs^e I a diitant Deily I HctNiiei 
My ^^'ti-- 'rrirr;^il- - ^h-f' ririt-'P ?!■■>' rrritci atiatulna ^ 
Wniijri] m hi.-: l^f:i;i[i 1 .l :.,-.. j.-l .li-^ itrai.^e^ 
But tho' past all dtflvs'd, without a shore 
His essence, local is His throne (as meet) 
To gather the dispers'd (as standards call 
The listed firom ahr) \ to fix a j^olnt, 
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K centnl point, collective of His ions. 

Since finite ev*ry nature but His own. 

The nameless HE, whose nod is Nature's birth. 

And Nature's shield the shadow of his hand ; 

Her dissolution, his suspended smile ! 

The great First-Jjast ! parflionM high he sits 

In darluiess from excessive splendor, borne, 
y, .. ,-„ x,._^, f^..^^^ ^jg^ 

11 ,....-. , , :.t 

A^ ttiiii T.I I ctcn.fjil tj^>rrf.irs ; iifc i<Mi-|£fl down 

On &JI that stMT^T i.q.rj spaoi iminf:[UiJLl\ 

Tho^ n>ght uitTiuin^i'Cr^d itorliJ^ ujifald'3 to tifiw, 
dBouDdJc^ss Cr^ELlLDii \ i^liAt art thou 1 a beauit 
A nitre effliiviiitn of hia m^jeaty. 
And ribaJl liJi atom ^iftbJa aUim-world 
Mutter, ]a duHtandsio, the tiienw of heftv*!! T 
Uown to the cenlrc Bhoulrf I senrJ my Ujou^IjI., 
Thro' be<ti of S^Iittfrhiir one and ^^nwbi?, ^em<i, 
Th*ir beitgarM bLiMf wanU loatni for my lay ; 
fraeif out iti darfcrtcss j if on Uiw^riffg wiag^ 
1 fL^pd it thro' the htiundle^s ^ult of ^UirJ, 
(Tilt! stars, tho* rich, whuf ^r.^ir) ihf-lr eoJd to Thee, 
GrCdt, gochJ, vj^:e. wondr:-; ' ■. ■ Kkl ?) 
If tQ ihose conscioufl star.'; i iiv r|.r.:.ii- nrauadU 
Praise eyer-pouring, and imbibing bUss, 
And ask their strain ; they want it, more they want, 
Poor their abundance, humble their sublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardour cold : 
Indebted still, their highest rapture burns, 
Short of its mark, defective, tho* divine. 

Still more— this theme is man's, and maa's alone ; 
Their vast appointments reach it not ; they see 
On earth a bounty not indulged on high, 
And downward look for heav'n's superior praise .** 
first-bom of Ether \ high in fields of light ! 
View mauj to see the glory of your God ! 
Could angels envy, they bad envied here : 
And some did envy : and the rest, tho' gods, 
Tet still gods unredeemed (there triumphs man. 
Tempted to weigh the dust against the skies) 
They less would feel, the' more adorn my theme. 
They sung creation (for in that they shar'd •,) 
How rose in melody that child of Love •• 
Creation's great superior, man ! is thine ; 
Thine is Redemption : they ju«jt gave the key 
'Tis tbme to raise and eternize the song, 
Tho' human, yet divine ; for should not this 
Raise man o'er man, and k'mdle seraphs here 1 
Redemption ? 'twas creation more sublime ; 

Digitized by ClOOglC 



62 TH£ eOMrLAIHT. Jfighi 19^. 

Kcdemptioo ! *twas the labour of the skies t 
Far more tbaa Iabour->it 'vras death la heav*it. 
A truth 80 ttrai^e, twere bold to thiok it true. 
If not &r bolder still to diabefieve. 

Here pause and ponder. Wm there death in beav**? 
What then on earth t on earth, vhich struck the blow- ? 
Who struck it ? Whof—O how is man enlarg*d) 
Seen thro* this medium : How the ptemy towers ! 
How GOunterpoisM his origin from dust ! 
How counterpoised to dust his sad return ! 
How voided his vast distance fh>m the skies ! 
How n^ar he presses on the seraph's wi^ \ 
Which is the seraph ? Which the bom of clay ? 
How this demonstrates, thro* the thickest cloud 
Of guilt and clay condensed, the Son of Heav'n ! 
The double Son ; the made, and the re-made f 
And shall Heav'n*8 double property be lost ? 
Man's (touble madness only can destroy. 
To man the bleeding Cross has pr(»nis*d all ; 
The bleeding Cross has sworn eternal grace. 
Who gave this life, what grace shall he deny \ 

ye, who fh>m this rock of ages leap. 
Apostates, plunging headlong in the deep ! 
Wiiat cordial joy, what consolation strong. 
Whatever winds arise, or billows roll, 
Our int'rest in the Master of the storm ! 

Cling there, and in wrecked Nature's ruin smile, 
While vile Apostates tremble in a calm. 

Man, know thyself; all wisdom centres there. 
To none man seems ignoble but to man. 
Angels that grandeur, men o*er look, admire : 
Hqw long shall human nature be their booki 
Degen'rate mortal ! and unread by thee"? 
The beam dim reason sheds shows wonders there 
What high contents ! illustrious faculties ! 
But the grand comment, which displays at full 
Our human height, scarce sever'd from divine, 
By heav'n compos'd, was published on the Cross. 

Who looks on that, and sees not in himself 
An awful stranger, a terrestrial God 7 
A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life ! 
If a god Weeds, he bleeds not for a worm. 

1 gaze, and as I gaie mv mounting soul 
Catches strange fire, Ktemitv ! at thee, ^ 
And drops tlie world— or, rather, more enjoys, 
How cbmig'd the fitce of Nature I how improved ! 
What seemM a cjiaos, shines a glorious world, 
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Or, whftt a world, an Eden ; liekhten*d all ! 

It 3s another scene, another self! 

Xad Btill another, as time roUs aloog. 

And that a self far more iUwtrioas still. 

BeyoBd long Bgw, yet rollM up Id slndea 

UnpiercM by boldcoigecture's keenest ray, 

What evoiutioos o[ surprising fote ! 

How Nature opens, and recenres my soul 

T~ '■■■■■■- '''-^K iv:iSl-:'= nf ■. ' M thi?ii£;J-it ! TfhcrB gOds 

i: .-.i : r L, ■ - •; ■ : . =■• : ^ ,.l1 ■ riv bjrtia 

Of titiTtnge adventurcx fiirf:i|;n to tJje aim ! 
Where what now ckiuirms, pi;rbaps wbats'er e^dsts. 
Old Timo, and lair creation, arc Car^Dt I 
Is this extravagajit '^ of man we tana 
Extravagant cuncepticip to bfc just : 
Conci^ptiun un confined iviant^ wLntiitd reacti b^A: 
Beynnd jta reaqh t|ie Godhead only mnre. 
He the grpat i<'atber I kintH^ti at <Joe Jlame 
The worJd of ratjonaki ; ooe spirit |M3iir'd 
FromEpirit^s awful fountain; pour'd himself 
Through ail tbcir so^As, but not an eriual str£ani« 
Frofysc, oi- Trugal, of th' lu^pirin^ fiod4 
As his wiB£ p]aD depnandcni x an J when p^^i 
Thfiir various triaJa, in thoir variicius Bph^reSi 
If they cuntimiG rationalt as oiaJe^ 
Resitrtie them all into himtelf a^aio, 
Hie throne th^ir centrer and hi^ simile their crowa. 

Why doubt we theiit the glorlouei truth to siog, 
Though yet unsung,, as Jtem^d, pfirhdpSt too bold t 
Angela are men of a Superior Und i 
Angeii are ineu In lighter habit clad, 
Hi^h o'er i^elestial nioun tains wiagM Jd flight ; 
And men ate apg eisiloaded for an haur^ 
Who Wade tbiu miry vile^ aiid climb with psiia, 
And sJipp'ry step, the bottom ol the steep. 
Angels their raUju^t mortals bATe their prake ■ 
While here, otcatpi^ ethertfaLsucb eiiTOll'tt, 
And siLiiumon'd to the skirioiia standard boout 
Whicbfltufleg eternal cruii*iOn tlimugbthe skies i 
ICor are our brotbets thou^btlei^ of iheip liio, 
Yetabfient^butnotabsi^utlrticutbelrlove^ 
Miclit(J h«a fauffht our bittlv^ ; KaphaeJi aung 
Our ttluQ!ipb:>{ i OabrJeL on our errands tlown. 
Bent by th*j iSOVREHtj N : aad art tl^iese, O man ! 
Thy tneada, thy warm alli«?i I an J thou (ishaime tfurji 
Tbi ebeel* to tirjder !} rival latlie brute ? 
Relieioji "s all . Descep Jing from tht sk l«t 
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Holds out thii world, and in lier right tlie next 
Religion ! the sole voucher man is man ; 
S uppcrter sole of man above himself; 
E*en in this n]^htorfrailtT« clange and death, 
She gives the soul a soul that acts a god 
Religion ! Providence ! an after-state ! 
Here is firm footing; here is solid rock ; 
Thl8cansuiq[>ortu8; allisaeab^ide: 
Sinlcs under us ; bestorms. and then devours. 
His hand the good man fhsiens on the skies, 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick polluted air, 
Darkness and stench, and suffocating damps. 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate diseharg*d. 
Climbs some fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him and filvsian prospects rise, 
flis heart exults, bis sirits ca«Jt their load. 
As if Dew-bom he triumphs in the change : 
^o joys the soul, when from inglorious uma 
And sordid sweets from feculence and froth. 
Of ties terrestrial, set at large, she mounts 
To Reason^s region, her own element. 
Breathes hopes immortal, and affects the skies. 
Religion ! thou the aoul of happiness, 
And groaning Calvary, of thee, there shine 
The noblest truths; there strongest motlTesstiog; 
There sacred violenoe assaults the soul ; 
There nothing but compulsion is fcnrborne. 
Can love allure us^ or can terror awe 1 
He weeps I— the fialling drop puts out the ami. 
He sighs ! the sigh earth's deep foundation abdber. 
If in his love so terrible, what then 
His wrath inflamMI his tenderness on fire, 
Tiike soft smooth oil, outblasing Other fires ! 
Can pray*r, can praise avert it?— Thou, my all! 
IVIy theme ! my inspiration ! and my crown ! 
My strength in age 1 my rise In low estate ! 
My soul*s ambition, pleasure, wealth ! my world ! 
My light in darkness ! and my lifle in death ! 
My boast through time ! Miss through eternity t 
Eternity, tooshort to speak thy praise. 
Or fathom thy profound of love' to man ! 
To man of men the meanest, e*en to me ; 
Mysacrifice ! my God !— what things are these ! 

What then art Thou ? By what name shall I caQ tiiee! 
Knew I the name devout archangels use, 
Devout archangels should the name e^Joy, 
Byrne uartvaU*d} thousands more iuUioie, 
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S^ }^*o detr as tbat which though iwDoke 

5? ^^ ^^^^ \ ^^" 8^* PHIL Alf THROPIST • 
Father of angels ! but the friend of row ! 
Uce Jac6b, fondest of the younger born ! 
Thou who didst save him,smitch the srookinr bna^- 
From dut the flames, and quench it in thy wS)d« 
How art thou pteasM by bounty to distress ! 
To make oa noan beneath our gratitude, 
Toohlc for birth ! to &vour and coofound; 
X?,*^W«"8«' »°d to distance aU return ! 
or lavish lOTe stupendous heights to soar, 
J^d leave praise panting in the distant vale ! 
Thy nght too great defrauds thee of thy due. 
And sacrilegious our subUmest song. 
But since the naked will obtains thy smile. 
Beneath this mooumeot of praise unpidd, 
And future life syrophimious to my strain. 

gTiat noblert; hymn to Heaven tot ever lie 
tombM my fear of death ! and ev'ry fear. 
The dread of ev'ry evil but thy frown. 
Whom see I yonder so demurely smile ' 

^''J?*SL!/*'^"[» '^ "**»* ^^ **»eif 'est 
Te Ouietists, m homage to the skies ! 
Serene ! of soft address ! who ndldly make 
A.n unobtrusive tender of your hearts, 
Abhorrine violence ! who halt indeed; 
But, fbr the blessing, wrestle not w^ Heaven I 
Think you my song too turbulent f too warm t 
Are passions, then, the pagam of the aoult 
BeaaoQ alone baptlz'd ! alone ordainM 
To touch things sacred ? Oh for wanner ttiU f 
Guilt chiUs my z^, and age benumbs my powers 1 
Oh for an humbler heart and prouder songT 
MOU, my mucb-lnjiff'd theme ! wHh that soft eye 
Which melted o*er doomed Salem, deign to look 
Conqraasion to the coldness of my breast, 
And pardon to the winter in my straia 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen ftmuOista t 
On such a theme 'tis impious to be calm. 
ftaaioQ is reason, traiu^ort temper, here. 
Aall Heaven, wUcb gave us ardour, and has show^ 
Her own for man so strongly, not disdain 
What smootb emollients in thecdogy, 
Kecu9b!ant virtue^a downy doctors preach. 
That prose of piety, a lukewarm praise 1 
Blse odours sweet from incense uninfiam'd? 
I)RBT9(iltt> wh«Di lukeinnii» to vndevout j 
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But wb«B HglowB, its heat it stroek to faetTea ;' 
To human hearts her goldeo harpt are stnmc; 
Hkh Heaven^s orchestra ehaunts Amra to man. 

Hear I, or dream I bear, their distant strain, 
8weet to the soul and tastinK strong of heayco^ 
Soft wafted on celestial nt7*8 plume, 
Through the ^ast spaces of the uniyerse. 
To cheer me in this melancholy i^oom? 
Oh when will death (now stingiest) like a Ariend, 
Admit me of their cholf ? Oh when will death 
This mould*ring old partition-wall throw down ? 
Give beings, one in nature, one abode 1 
Oh deathmvine ! that giv^st to us the skies ! 
Great future ! glorious patron of the past 
And present, when shall I thy shrine adore t 
From^ Nature*s continent immensely wide. 
Immensely blessM, this little isle of life, 
This dark inosreerating cdottv 
Divides us. H^y day that breaks our chain I 
That manumits; that calls from exile home; 
That leads to Nature's great metropolis, 
And re-admits us, throii^ the guardian hand 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne. 
Who hears our advocate, and throu^ his woimda 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
'Tte this makes Christian triumph a commmd: 
*Tis this makes joy a duty to the wise. 
'Tis impious in a good man to be sad. 

Seest thou, Lorenzo, where hangs all ourhoj^! 
TouchM by the cress we lire, or more than die : 
That touch which touch'd not angels ; more dinne 
Than that which touched cosAisiaD bto formt 
And daikness into glory : partial touch ! 
Inellably pre-eminent regard ! 
Sacred to man, and sovereign through the whola 
Long golden chatai of mira<aes which hangs 
From heaven through all dmatiOB, and supporta 
In one illustrious and amariag plan. 
Thy welfkre. Nature, and thy God's renown ; 
That touch, with charm celestial, heals the soul 
Diseased, drives pain ttom guilt, lights Itfe in death. 
Turns earth to heaven, to heavenly thrones ixmstttrmM 
The ghsstly ruins of the moukPring tomb. 
- Dost ask me when? When he who died returns; 
Returns, how chai»*d ! where th^ the man of wo f 
In glory*8 terrors all the Godhead boms. 
And all his courts exhausted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train. 
Leave a stupeooous solitude in heaven ; 
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R«pteiikh'd Mo^ repIenlBh'd wHh increase 
or pomp and nuittitude ; i ndi«Bt bud 
or angeu new, of angels from the tomb. 

Is this by foncy thrown remote ? and rise 
Dark doiri>t9 between the promise and event? 
I Sf*nd thf»r r.ot tn rnlnmr^- fnr t "-.-p- rnrp ' 

Kii:u*t,: i:^. L|,.|iv1.jj;j ; j,. = ,i, ,,t-:. Hi Jija.jkMjd, 

And bitld iJead matter liii us in e^iir rreecf. 
Hast Ihdu ne'er icon the (•*>inet'9 flamini; tf^t? 
TL* ilEu5trJoi]n etranper pai^isiiig, terror ftiieda 
On lazing ii^ttcma rmm bis fiery traifr* 
Of len.EtlT eJiormouSi take^ bis ample round 
Through deptbfl of ellier \ ccia^^ta vinctuniberM woj-l*. 
C^more ttmn inl*r ^iory ; dcniMea whle 
Heaven^a mVgbty cap«i aad then. r«irijgiti ctrti, 
IVoiii the long travel cif ■ tbou4anrJ yeara. 
Thus at the de-^Un^]: period shalE return 
He, once on ear tli> who blda the comet Utise ^ 
AniJ with bim, ilE] oiir triumph o*er the tnmh, 

Nature ia dmnlf on this iuiportarit point. 
Or Hope precarious in low whisper bri^athes: 
Fa'Uh speaks aloud, distinct : e^en arlder^ bear, 
I^ut ti]i-ij, uid dsrt into the iTark i^jrain. 
FaJth bullda a bridge acrosR the ^rlf of death, 
To hreak the shock bliad X>ttiire cannot ^hun^ 
And land^ Thoiiglit RQioinhly or (his ftrtbe^r ahore. 
Death's terr&r h the too jn tain Pnith removes. 
That mountaiu-barriei- betiNreEn tdjui and peace. 
'Tjg: Paith itjsanns De^lrbictiDo, and abifilvei 
ymoi etf*ry i^Jarn'rou^i char!:e the Euikle'^8 tomb. 

Why siisbelieTc. Jx>fen?-o ?— " EJeaEon bid^, 
•*' A\\ i^ai^red ReasorL"— Holt] her sacred itillf 
Nor ahalt thou Tiant a rival in thy fl&me : 
Ail-flacrc4l Reason \ source and aoiil of all 
Beidajiding praise on eiarthH or earth above t 
My heart is Ihiue : deep m iti iniHimt folds 
Li^e thou with life; live dearer of the twa 
Wear [the Messed" crmia, by Fortune stamped 
On passive Nature before 'I hou|rht ivas bcjro ! 
My birlh'si Mind btf^ot I fir't! with iocfil 3;e»I ! 
^0; Rea-ion rebaptii'd me when Jidult : 
Weifih'd true and falisc in het iEn|>artial scale; 
My heart became the convert of luy head, 
An\l nude ti:^t choice whlih oor e was but my fite^ 
'- Oa argument alone my raitti la buitt:'* 
Reason pursu'jil is faith \ and kuipei ui(*d 
Where proof la^iies^His reasoo thea no rn^xti 
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And such our proof, that, or our ftStb is right. 
Or Reason lies, and Heaveo desigoM it wrong. 
jUMoive we this? what then is blasphemy! 

Fond as we are, and justly, fond of faith, 
Reason, we grant, demands our first regard : 
The mother hooour*d, as the daughter dear. 
Reason the root, fair Faith is but the flower : 
The fading flower shall die, but Reason lives 
Immortal, as her father in the skies. 
When (hith is virtue, reason makes it so. 
Wrong not the Christian : think not reason your^s : 
*Tis reason our great master holds so dear : 
*Ti8 reason's injured rights his wrath resents ; 
*Ti8 reason's voice obeyed, his glories crown : 
To give lost reason life, he pourM his pwn. 
Believe# and show the reason of a man ; 
Believe, and taste the pleasure of a god ; : 
Believe, and look with triumph cm the tomb. 
Through reason's wounds alone thy faith can die ; 
Which dying, ten-fold terror gives to death, 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal sting. 

Learn hence what honours, what loud paeans due, . 
To those who push our antidote aside ; 
Those boasted friends to reas<m and to man. 
Whose fotal krre stabs every joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heighten'd gnawing at his heart. 
These pompous sons of reason idoliz'd, 
And vilifiea at <mce ; of reason dead. 
Then deified as monarchs were of old; 
What conduct plants proud laurels <» their brow ? 
While love of truth tlmiugh all their camp resoundSr 
They draw Pride's curtain o'er the noon-tide ray, 
Fpike up Uie' jch of reason on the point 
Of philosc^h c wit, call'd argument, 
And then exulting in thehr taper, cry, 
" Behold the sun;" and, Indian-like, adore. 

Talk they of morals ? O thou bleedioe Love ! 
Thou maker of new morals to mankind : 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 
As wise as Socrates, if such thev were, 
(Nor will they 'bate of that sublime renown) 
As wise as Socrates, might justly stand 
The definition of a modem fool. 

A Christian is the hlxhest style of man. 
And is there who the blessed cross wip^ off, 
As a foul blot, from his dishonour'd brow ? 
If angels tremble, 'tis at such a sight : 
The wretch the^ quit, desponding of their charge, 
More struck w uh grief or w«Ader who call \$lii 
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^e sold to f ense I je citizen of earth ! 
^Vor such alone the Christian banner fly) 
Kdow ye how wise your choicot how great your gain. 
Behold the picture of earth's h^piest man : 
'* He calls his wish, it eomes ; he sends it bacic, 
** And says he callM another; that arriTes, 
" Mfots tTf^ r-'Tfif' TK'C'li'^'^rr^ : r"t ^■-' ^M!l calls on; 
'* T'iU nrjf ijUs hina, T.tbf) lark.-i DDt liJei call, 
*' Put holtk him Tiut, jj:i chaia^ of dai-kneiit bound, 
*" Till ISnUiJ-p dic^, and JLidlgment set? bJinfree: 
" A freedom far lem welcome than hi^ chain.** 

But ^ant Di&ti li^rpy; gmnt him happy long; 
Add to life's hli^heal priM her lalcftt hour; 
That hour, eo lale» is ntonble in apprciacti. 
That, lite a i^Ofl, cowca od In full caTe^r. 
]\CYi s^vift the shuttle fliea that wtiavei thy shroud ! 
Where: is the [^Ue of Ihy forioer years ? 
Thrniivsi doirn the gulf of lime ; as far from thee 
As they iisil ne^'er fteen thJne ; tlie day In hand, 
like a hirtl fsiniggling to pet lome, i<* going; 
Frame aoi*' pruoesa'd so suddenly 'lis ^tme ; 
And earh jjirjft ifjomeiit (!ed, Li Jeatli ad^incM 
iiy slrldes as Hwift. EteriiUy t^ alh 
And whose eternity? who trJumohs tlierct 
nathinj!^ for ever Jo the font of blhiaT 
yor ever baakk^ in tho Deity '. 
Lorena^Oi. irhol — Ihy c nose knee shall reply. 

O give li leave to apeak ; "twiil :ipeak ere lo«g. 
Thy leave unask'd : liOremo, hear it now, 
"While useful its advice , Us accent mild. 
By the grcit eilint, the dJ vine decree, 
Truth lii depWfUed wjib man's la^t hour ; 
An hitnesl hourn and faithful to her truit ; 
Truth, eldest dnug tiler of the Deity i 
Truth of hi* ctmncil wh<>n he made the worlds ! 
TVnr leas, when he isbuJl judge the worlrfe he made; 
Thflu^h Hilent long, and isleepln^ ne'«J mi sound, 
^m<nher'd with trTora^ Mid opprtiHiJiM viiih tovs. 
That heaven cooimiBeion'd hour no sooner calls, 
nut from her cavern la the soul's aSyi*s, 
Like hira they fable onder MMm wJidri/J, 
The EtKldesa iKithta in thunder ami in flaoac, 
I.oMdly coiivinceia, and severely pajn^. 
Dark rfriraoa I di^ehifse. and hydra itiott; 
The keen vibr»Uon of tirijiiht (.rulh— ti hell; 
Ju3t definition] though by &thocd« untaiiglit. 
Ye dial tti tmlSv. peruke th« paraoii d page. 
And truit. for once, a iirophct *iiid a [jj iL^st: 
■■ Ue^ may live tools, but fools thpy cannot die/* 
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COMPLAINT. 

mGHT F. 
THE RSLAPSE. 

IKBCIIBBD TO THK ET. BOH. TBC SAIL OF LITOIPISLB. 

LosENZo ! to recrimimte is just. 
FondiMM for fame is avsAlee of air. 
I grant the man is vain who mrites for praise. 
Praiw no man e*er deserY*d, ivbo sought no more^ 

As Just th7 second charge. I grant the miise 
Has often Uash*d at her deeen*rate sons, 
Retained by sense to plead her filtfaj catt8e^ 
To raiie the low, to magnify the mean, 
And subtilice the gross into refinM : 
As if to magic numbers powerful charm 
*Twas giren to make a civet of their soag 
Obscene, and sweeten ordure to perftmie. 
Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the brute, 
And lifts our swine-e^ioyments from the mire. 

The flict notorious, not obscure the cause. 
We wear the chains of pleasure and of pride: 
These share the man, and these distract him too • 
Draw different ways, and dash in their commands. 
Pr1de> like ap pmIr, biiilda amonR t^e star? ; 
But rtt5i-*ijM', J;irti JJkt, ni?^1^ iip<-N Un.' grouncf* 
-iays bharM Ny brutfc crtiMtioa Pride rt*ifim^» 
Pleasure cmtiriirfia^ man TTcuJd tK>tIi (ftijoyT 
And hoth s.t ojic^ : a poixit tow hard to j^ain ' 
Hut That c*r't Wit, when stung by atrorig d€£ire ? 

Wit darca aiteqapt thia ^duaua CDtec^riifB. 
iilnce joys of sense csn't risv to R^suiit's U&tit^ 
\n ELibtIc Sophi^itry^a iaboriouB foFtce, 
WW, lffimm«n out a reuou owwr tii«t itoopD^ 
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To sordid leeMs, and meett tbrai with applause. 

Wit calls the Graces the chaste nme to loote; 

Hor less thao a plump god to fill the bowl t 

A tbousaod phantoms, and a thousand ^dls, 

A thousand opiates scatters to delude. 

To fascinate, mebriate, lay asleep. 

And the fooPd mind of man delightftillT eoaftnmd. 

Thus that -whieh shocked the judgment sliocks no more. 

That which gave Pride offence no more offends. 

Pleasure and Pride, by nature mortal foes. 

At war etemtf which io man shall reign. 

By Wit's addreas patch up a fhtal peace, 

And haod-in-hand lead on the ranlc d^Muieh, 

IProm rank, reAnM to delicate and gay. 

Art, «:ur.-.[^:.L A ■ ' ■ L.--- nil' Ul' LiL'!-Mf:(J h\mh 
FrGiij N ■ '^,. . .'ryiluime. 

Man aiiiiU'^. in tiiiiri, t'Otk:^ r:j Jii.^ .suiiu 
Ami Infamy standi caadiJate for f ral&e^ 
AD vftlt by tDun ip favour fif the souIt 
These Buusual fithJcs ftu, m buVi^ trnascimii 
I'^he flaw'r? of floqyeoce nroTiisoty pour'd 
0*er flpotted Vke, ftJl balf th«s IcttDf^d world* 
Tan jiow'rj ofj^tSfliBj^ eicei-clst^ their paje, 
And cnuvecrat^ pn'iirmiLitii wSth aodg ? 
BtEt lei not these lnexpml>]€ !itrai[H 
Coudeaij) the muae thEkt know^ lier dtgiiity. 
l^or iiieuly atops at tiote, bi^t lioldflt,lw worU 
As ^tiSi ia ^Titure'^ ample fl^ld, a point, 
A point lu her eate^uit IK>id whence tQ start, 
And run the round of unlvenal apace, 
To vkit K^in^ unJverBHl there. 
And being's source, that utmuist flight of no! fid ! 
Yet sfiitc oftMs [io vMt ciTcuraferfDce^ 
Well knevstiut what is mora], couftht te groftt. 
y*H£ SyreoB only! do ntit an^elp liiiig? 
There ia jq F^eay a iJeceat pride, 
Whicti well becomes lier when *he epeiLV^ to Prose, 
Her yotioter iblert haply not iiior« wbe. 

TJiink'^t thOLi. Lorenzo, to And piistiniei here? 
^Q guilty pmssdn; blowu into a fl&Fire, 
JVd faible Aatter*dt <Uj(?iiity dLsFrae'd, 
Wo foif y ftelri of gcliob, all oo ^Trer, 
No ralobciw coJouiii hete^ or lallk^n tale ; 
Uut feOlenuitifluQsels^ "ttnaiies olftwfi. 
Truth* *iycb Kleriiity leifi fall on mm 
With double wei^htt thro* tbese revolving spheres, 
This do^th-fle^p kileti<!et and Incumbent &lmde ; 
Thoughts^ ntb M sbaLl rB-Yiait your la«t hour, 
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Visit uDcali'd, and Uv« when lifs expires ; 
And tliy dark pencil, Midnight ! darlcer sUIl 
In melancholy dipped, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, e'en thie, my laughter-loving frioids, 
liOrenzo ! and thy brothers of the smile ! 
If what imports you most can most engage, 
Shall steal your ear, and chain you to my 8<»g. 
Or if you fail me, know the wise shall taste 
The truths I sing; the truths I sing shall fee]. 
And, feeling, give assent; and tbeir assent 
Is ample recompence : is nM>re than praise 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield ! nor mistake! 
Think not unintroduc'd I force my way; 
Narcissa, not unknown, not unallay'd 
By virtue, or by blood, illustrious Youth I 
To thee from blooming amaranthine bow'rs. 
Where all the language Harmony, aescends 
Uncaird, and asks admittance for the muse; 
A muse that will not pain thee with thy praise : 
Thy praise she drc^s^ by nobler still inspk'd. 

O thou, blest Spirit ! whether the supreme, 
Gr^at hrt^ ■■-,■■ - '■^ir' Fjilh<M-'! ij, -^^fte brvast 
KmbrVi' ■ . _ ■■:i. ' . •■ -/Jt, 

And aX\ ill ^Liiih-ui ;'t'%i'Jk>lfi'.i.:' i-uU\i 
Presenl. thn' riiiure, prior to ^iiisti^elTe^^ 
WI]n{iH> breath car b!ow it min nought again, 
Or from bi*^ thrune sud7(» (fpkeDteJ t^w^r, 
Vrhn, studious or our pence, do^t tuiii the thou^t 
Frbm viiin ami ^V,^, \o so]M ind iuliUaml 
Uns^cu Uioij leaii'eC me to dtlkious dr«iigbts 
Of j'nsfi.Lratlon.r fn:>iii a. ptir&r atre^oj, 
And fuller of tl^e Ool than ihyt wluuh bunt 
From I'nuj'dCtPjteLlJn j nor \4 yi-X aUuy'd , 
My sicnetl thjrjt, thaMous my soul h^ rangM 
TJirtj' pJcuinr; piitlis of mom ( *mJ divme. 
By these Aus^tilu'd and Jij^htttd by iLo f^laf*. 

By Minm bu4t ligLlediMj iLe pilbJ t'f thought; 
Ni?:l tn arc thtir (kj,!, tLelr mcut tUmDJnM hours! 
Ry iJay tlse scul oVrbome by life*a ciraer, 
f^tujjiiMby the dintaiitl^hjdy nUh Uio i^Iare, 
Hi eels far fretn rtja^on^ ioflikd by tijt- djrtiog. 
Ilydjjy the iuul k pai&;v«,alJ her tli-^iifbis 
IrHfOvaM, preciri-iLU!^ brakfrRi ere mature. 
By ni^lit^ frDtn objects frcfff fioni p^Ls^^toa cool, 
Thou^Iil^ unrqiiii'C.I('iI, BUti ui3ifnpreii''d, thebirtha 
or pure tlBjUun, arbitrjiry rartKe^ 
Nnt tu tbe ^imlLa of ana world couJlLo'di 
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But from ethereal travels Ugbt oo earth. 
At voyagers drop anchor for repose. 

L.et Indians, and the fay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperies, the sun adore ; 
Darkness has more divinity for me; 
It strikes thought inward ; it UHves back the soul 
To settle on herself, our point supreme ! 
There lies our theatre; there sits our fudge. 
Darkness the curtain drops o^er lifers dull scene ; 
Tis the kind band of Providence slretch'd out 
Twixt man and vanity ; His Reason's reign 
And Virtue's too : these tutelaryishades 
Are man*s asylum from the tainted thronf. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardian too, 
U no less rescues virtue than iBspi^e8. 

Virtue, for evef f^ul as fair below. 
Her tender nature suffers in the crow'd, 
Nor touches on the world without a stain. 
The world's infectious ; few bring back at ere, 
Immaculate, the manners of the nioro. 
Something we thought is blotted : we resolv'd, 
Is shaken ; we renounc'd, returns again. 
Each salutation may slide in a sin 
Uottiougfat before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it strange ; light, motion, concourse, noise, 
All scatter us abroad. Thought, outward bound. 
Neglectful of our boroe-aflkirs, flies off 
In fume and dissipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breast ui^^uarded to the foe. 

Present example gets within our guard. 
And acta with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambitioo fires ambition; love of gain 
Strikes liice a pestUence, frcno breast to breast : 
Riot, pride, i>erfldy, blue vapours breathe^ 
And inluimanity ia caught from man. 
From smiling man ! a slight, a sii^le glance. 
And shot at random, often has brought hraae 
A sudden fever to the throbbing heart 
Of envy, rancour, or impure desire. 
We see, we hear, with peril : safety dwells 
Remote trom multitude. The wwld's a school 
Of wrong, and what proficients swarm around I 
We must or imitate or disapprove ; 
Bfust list as their aceompUees or (bea : 
That stains our innocence, ikit wounds our peace. 
From Nature's birth, hence. Wisdom has been smit 
With sweet recess, and languisb'd for the shade. 
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This stered shade ud MlHude what k U? 
*Ti8 the Mt preaeiice of the Deity. 
Few are the nuits we flatter when alone. 
Vice sinks in her allurements, is ungHt, 
And loolcs, lilce other objects, Uaekbt night. 
By niebt an atheist half heUeves a God. 

Night is ftir Virtue's iramemorial friend. 



. _ 1 heaven 

Philosophy the dOr, to dwell with men, 

And form their manners, not inflame tbefar pride, 

While o*er his head, as fearM to molest 

His lab*ring mind, the stws in silence slide, 

And seem all gathig on their Aiture guest ; 

See him soliciting his ardent suit 

In private audience^ all the live-long night. 

Rigid in thought, and motionless he stands. 

Nor quits hia theme or posture till the sun 

iRude drunkard ! rising rosy fnun the main) 
)isturl>8 his nobler intellectual beam, 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. 
Hail, precious moments ! stolen from the black waste 
Of murdered time ! auspicious Midnight ! hail ! 
The world excluded ev*ry passion hush'd, 
And opened a calm intercourse with Heav*o, 
Here the soul sits ki council, ponders past. 
Predestines future action; sees, not feels. 
Tumultuous life, and reasons with the storm ; 
All her lies answers, and thinks down her chwms. 
W hat awful jov ! what mental liberty ! 
I am not pent in darkness ; rather say 
(If not too bold) in darkness Fm embowered. 
Delightful gloom! the ckBt*ring thoughts around 
Spontaneous rise, and falosaom u the shade, 
But droop by day, and sicken in the sun. 
Thought borrows light elsewhere; from that first fire, 
Fountain of animation ! whence descends 
Urania, my celestial gu^t ! who de^ 
Nightly to visit me, so mean; and now. 
Conscious how needful discipline to man. 
From pleasing dalliance with the charms of night. 
My wanu'riog thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart, Narcissa^s tomb ! 

Or id it feeble Nature calls me back, 
And breaks my spirit into grief again? 
Is It a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 
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X coM dow puddle creeping throogh my Teioi ♦ 
Or i. It thus with all inea t^Thu. with SlT 
Wiiat are we ! how oneaual ! now we soep, 
Aad now we sink. To be the same traoseeods 
Our present prowess. Dearly pays the soul 
For lodgii^ 111; too dearly rents her clay. 
Reason, a baflled couosellor ! but adds 
The blush of weakness to the bane of wo. 
Tte noblest spirit, l^bting ber bard fete 
In this damp, dusky region, chaig'd with storms. 
But fe<^y flutters yet unUugbt to fly ; 
Or, flying, short her flight, and sure her fell : 
Our utmost strength, when down, to rise again, 
And not to yield, though beaten, all our praise. 

'TIs vain to seek in men for more than man. 
Though proud in promise, big in previous thought, 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late. 
Emerging: from the shadows of the grave, 
Where grief detain'd me prisoner, mounting high, 
Tktem wide the gates of everlastiqg day, 
.And calPd mankind to glory, shook off pain, 
Mortality shook off, in ether pure, 
And struck the stars, liow feel my spirits fail ; 
They drop me from the zenith; down I rush, 
Uke bim whom fable fledg'd with waxen win^. 
In sorrow drown'd — but not in sorrow l{»t. 
How wretched is the man who never moumM ! 
I diTe for precious pearl in sorrow's stream ; i 

Not so the thoughtless man that only grieves^ 
Takes all the torment and rejects the gain, 
(Inestimable gain) and gives Heav'n leave 
To make him out more wretched, not more wise. 

If wisdom is our lesson (and what else 
ISnnoUes mant what else have angels leam*d ?) 
erief! naore proficients in thy school are made. 
Than genius or proud learning e'er coiUd boaeU 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, 
Digests not into sense her motley meaL 
This book-case, with dark booty almost burst. 
This forager on others wisdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reason, quite untilPd. 
With mixt manure she surfeits the rank soil, 
Dung'd, but not dress'd, and rich to beggary; 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails : 
Her servant's wealth incumbered wisdom mourns. 

And what avys Genius 1 *• Let the dull be wise.* 
Genius, too haurd for right, can prove it wrong, 
Aad loves to boast, where blush men less )n3pir*«l. 
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It pleads exemptktt firom the Uwt of 8 
Considen reaaoo aa a leveller, 
And scorns to share a Ueasiog with the crowd. 
That wise it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To ^ry, and to pleasure gives the rest 
CrassuB tnit sleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wisdom less shudders at a fool than wit. 

But wisdom smiles, when humbled mortals weep. 
When sfnrow wounds the breast, as ploughs the ^^l^ 
And hearts obdurate feel her soit*ning show*r: 
Her seed celestial, then, glad wisdom sows ;. 
Her golden harvest triumphs in the soiL 
If so, Narcissa, welcome m^ relapse; 
1*11 raise a tax on my calamity, 
And heap rich compensation trom mr pain. 
1*11 range the plenteous intellectual field, 
And gather ev'ry thought of sovereign powV 
To chase the moral maladies oi man j 
Thoughts which may bear transphuiting to the skiMi^ 
Though natives of thto coarse penurious soil ; 
Kor wholly wither there where seraphs sing. 
Befin*d, exalted, not annull*d in beav*n : 
Reason, the sun, that gives them birth, the same 
In either clime, tho* more illustrious there. 
These choicely cuU*d, and elegantly rang'd 
Shall form a garland for Narcissa's tcHnb, 
And perad venture, of no feding flowers. 

Say, on what themes shall puzzled choke desceodf 
" Th* importance of contemplating the tmnb; 
*« Why men decline it : suiclde*s foul birth; 
** The various kinds of grief; the foults of age ; 
** And death's dread character— Invite my sonc.** 

And, first, th* importance of our end surveyed. 
Friends counsel quick dismission of our grief. 
Mistaken kindness ! our hearts heal too soon. 
Are they more kind than He who struck the How ? 
Who bid it do his errand in our -hearts, 
And banish peace, till nobler guests arrive. 
And bring it back a true and endless peace T 
Calamitiee are firiends : as glaring day 
Of these imnumber*d lustres rob our sight, 
Prosperity puts out usnmnber'd thoughts 
Of import Ugh, and light divine to man. 

The man bow blessed, who, sick of gaudy teenea». 

i Scenes apt to thrust between us and ourselves 
s led by clK>ice to take his ftv'rite walk 
Beneath Death's gloomy, silent, cypress •liadOi>.. 
Unpierc'd by Vanity's fentastic rayj 
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^? fyfi** momuncnts. to weigh his dust. 
y wit his vaults, and dwell among the tomfai • 
I^reozo, read with me Narcissa's stone ; 
grarcisaawas thy fav'rite) let us read 
Her moral stone ; few doctors preach so well : 
Few orators so tenderly can touch 
The feeling heart What pathos in the date ! 
Aptwprds caa strike ; ancf yet in them we see 
Flalnt images of what we here eiuoy. 
What cause have we to build {NQjeagth of Utm * 
Temptations seize when fear is laidasleep, ' 
And ill forboded is our strongest guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humble shrine 
Truth, radiant goddess ! sallies on my soul * 
And puts Delusion's dusky train to flight*' 
Dispels the mist our sultiy passions raise* 
From objects low, terrestrial, and obsceae. 
And shows the real estimate of thiqgs. 
Which no man, unafllicted, ever saw; 
Fulls off the veil from Virtue's rising charms • 
Detects temptation in a thousand lies. ' 

Truth bide me io^^k -thj rrjcn ^t^ stji uinn j&aves 
And all they tUeetl for as the HfiicmRr'a *just * 
DrJT'nby the trhirlit irid ; liiihjfid Ny hferbeatui, 
1 widfiii my MrkoDtgab new powers, 
Se*? thJi>i?s iiiv-Rib]e> feel lEiins&i remote. 
Am present ttUIi futurities ; thinlt noueht 
To mftii aoforeiffq aa tNe Joys pc^Bea.i'd; 
Xdu^M eo mud] bid iu^ thiuse beycuinJ tb# gravo 

No folly keupa jLi colour lii U&t sifht^ 
Psle world Ty Kj^Upm iosea aJl her charma * 
In iKiiupnutt pTOU]l?fi from hfii- JC hemes profti4n(!* 
If future fate she plans, ^Ua aJi jn leaves, 
Lite Sibyl, umutntantiiJ llectiugbliisi'' 
At the fiHt yaat it vajiiali(*fl in air. 
Notao celwtirt] 1 WouId=t ifiou know, Lorftn^o. 
How djsrer woplflJy wisJnaiajid rliviiief 
JMt m the TKimas apd the vising tnocmt 
More empty worldly whdcim ^v'ty day: 
And cv'ry diy more fflJr her rival laliLnva. 
When UteT» Uiere'a les^ time to plmy Lhrj foot. 
Soon our whole tflfm fbr wbtijom is eicpir'J. 
(Tjjou know'it ahfl c^U no coujicM io tlie gM¥c) 
An<l everift-jling fool is writ in fire. 
Or reil wisdom wiifts iis ti> the ^kiea. 

Aa worldly pchem^i resecflbie^ihyrp ItAvex^ 
The |ooeJ ma^i'a Uayfi, to tiibyl'i boolta eompue, 
flafUjcient alory read, tliDu Itnow^at th* tale J 
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to price still risinc as In number less» 

loestioiable quite nis final hour. 

For that who thrones can offer, oflBw thrones ; 

Insolvent worlds the purchase cannot pay. 

" Oh let me die his death ?*» all nature crleK 

»' Then INe his life.**— All nature falters there; 

Our great physician daily to consult, 

To commnae with the graTe, our only core. [yet 

Wbatgrare prescribes the best?~A friend^i} aai 
From a fHend*B grave how soon we disengage ! 
E*en to the dearest, as his marble, cold. 
Why arc friends ravishM from us t 'Tis to kiind, 
Br soft Affection's ties on human hearta 
The thought of death, which reason, too lupiBe, 
Or misemployM, so rarely ftatens there. 
No^ reason, nor aflfection, no, nor both 
Combin*d, can lureak the witchcrafts of the world. 
Behold th* inexorable hour at hand ! 
Behold th' inexorable hour forgot ! 
And to forget it the chief aim of life. 
Tho* well to ponder it is life's chief end. 

Is death, that ever-threatening, ne^er remotej 
That all-important, and that only sure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpected guest t 
Kav, though invited by the loudest calls 
Of Slind imprudence, unexpected still, 
Though numerous messengers are sent before, 
To warn his great arrival. What the cause. 
The wondrous cause, of this mysterious ill ? 
All heaven looks down, astonished at the sight 

Is it that Life has sown her joys so thicic 
We can* t thrust in a single care between ? 
Is it that Lifo has such a swarm oi cares, 
The thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 
Is it that time steals on with downv feet, 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden dream? 
To-dav is so like yesterday, it cheats : 
We take the lying sister for the same. 
Life glides a^ar, Lorenzo, like a brook, 
F(n> ever cbangmg, unperceiv'd the change : 
In the same brook none ever bath*d him twice; 
To the same life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the same ; the same we think 
Our life, though still more rapid in its flow, 
Not mark the much irrevocably laps'd. 
And mingled with the sea. C^ shall we say 
(Retaining still the brook to bear us on) 
Thatlifete like a vessel on the stream 1 
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la life embark'd, we smoothly down the tide 
or time descend, hut not on time intent; 
Amna'd, oncoDsciotis of thef sliding ivtve, 
Till oo a sudden we pereeire a shoclc ; 
We start, awalce, look out ; what see we there ? 
Oar brittle bark is burst on Charon's shore. 

la this the cause death flies all human thoucht t 
Or is it judgment, by the wiU struck blind. 
That domineering mistress of the soul ! 
Like himso strong by Dalilab the fldr ? 
Or is it fear turns startled reason back 
From lookiiu; down a precipice so steep ? 
*Ti8 dreadAiT, and the dread is wisely plac*d, 
By Nature, conscious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind. 
A flaming sword to euard the tree of life 
By that uoaw'd, in life's most smiling hour 
The good man would repine ; would suffer joys, 
And bum impatient for bis promis*d skies. 
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride. 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein, 
Bound o*er the barrier, rush into the dark. 
And mar the scenes of providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo T Furies, rise. 
And drown, in your less execrable yell, 
Britannia's shame. There took her gloomy flight 
On wing impetuous, a black sullen soul. 
Blasted firom hell with horrid lust of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
80 call'dy so thought—and then he fled the field. 
Less base the fear of death than feu* of life. 
O Britain ! in&mous for suicide ! 
An island, in thy manners, fur dis|oin*d 
|i*rom the whole world of rationau beside ! 
In ambient waves phmge thy polluted bead, 
Wash the dire stain, nor shock the continent. 

But thou be sbock'd while I detect the cause 
Of self-assault, expose the monster's birth, 
And bid abhorrence hiss it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the distant sun ; 
The sun is innocent, thy clime absolv'd ; 
Immoral climes kind Nature never made. 
The cause I sing in Edea might prevail. 
And proves it is thy folly, not thy ikte. 
The soul of roan (let man in homaee bow 
Who names his soul) a native of the skies i 
High-bom and free, her freedom should maintain, 
Unsold, unmortgag'd for eirth'f litti« brftfi, 
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Th* niostrions stranger in this foreigD land. 

Like stnogers jealous of her dignitj, 

Stadlous of home, and ardent to return, 

Of earth, suspicious earth's inchanted cim 

With cool reserre light touching, should indtdge 

Oa inuDortality her godlike twte; [there. 

There take luge draughts; make her chief baB(|iiei 

But some reject this sostenance dirine : 
To beggarly YVe appetites descend, 
Ask alms of earth for guests that came from heaT*& i 
Sink intosUTes, and sell for present hire 
Their rich revenlDo and fwhat shares its fkte) 
Their native freedom to the prince who sways 
This neth«r world ; and when his payments nfl. 
When his foid basket gorges them no mcnre. 
Or their paU*d palates loath the basket fiilU 
Are instiuDtly, with wild demoniac rage. 
For breaking aO the chaimof ProTidence, 
And bursting their confinement, tho* Cut barr*d 
Bylaws diyine and human ; ginrd^d strong 
with horrors doubled to defend the pass. 
The blackest, Nature, <m- dire guilt can raise, 
And moated round with fathomless destructioo» 
Sore to recerve, and whelm them in their &U. 

Such, Britons, U the cause, to you unknown. 
Or, worse, o^erlo(A*d, o*erlook*d by magistratet, 
Tbus criminals themselves. I grant the deed 
Is madness, but the madness of the heart. 
And what is that? Our utmost bound of guilt. 
A sensual unreflecting life is hx 
With monstrous births and suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bolt to break 
Heaven's law supreme, and desperately rurii 
Through sacred Nature's murder on their own. 
Because they never think of death, they die. 
'Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain. 
At once to shun and meditate his end. 
When by the bed of languishment we sit, 
rrhe seat of wisdom ! if our choice, not fiite) 
Or o'er our dyiag fri(»ids in anguish hang, 
Wipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking head, 
Number their moments, and in every clock 
Start at the voice of an eternity ; 
See the dim laosp of life just feebly lift 
An agonizing beam at us to gaze, 
Then sink agidn, and quiver into death. 
That mo^t pathetic herald of our own. 
Hew read we such sad scenes t As sent to man 
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In perfect Tengeance ? No, in pS^ sent. 

To melt him down, like irsx, and tlieo impreai, 

Indelible, death's image on bis heart. 

Bleeding for otiiers, trembling lor himself. 

We bleed, we tremble— we fbrget, we smile. 

The Diind turns fool before the cheek is dry. 

Our quick returning folly cancels all. 

Am the tide rushing rases what is writ 

In yielding sands, and smooths the lettered shore. 

Lorenzo, hast thou ever weigh'd a sigh f 
Or studied the philosophy of tears? 
(A. science vet unlectur*d in our schools.) 
Hast thou descended deep into the breast. 
And seen their source*! ir not, deacend with me, 
And trace these briny rivulets to their springs. 

Our fun'ral tears from difPrent causes rise: 
As if firom separate cisterns in the soul, 
Of TariouB kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 
By soft cootacion calPd, some burst at once, 
Aod atream owcquioLii to it.r liridjn^ eytT 
fame sak inofe tiin*?. by curioujt %n draUU'd 
^oqie beart?^ in i^ecret hard, unAptto nhdt, 
f? truck by the ma^ic of t!ie pubhr t/e, 
like Mmes' j»[r>lUGn roclr. ?U8b nm jimbio : 
Home weep tosbu-e the Came of the ^jcceaa'd, 
So hjgh in marit, and ia tbeni so dear; 
They dwell on praiiies which ih^-y think they shKte, 
AjuI Lbii?. without a blu-^ El, comnaiziidi theiDieiveA. 
J^ome isOiirD id proof thnt eomethjiie they could lov€: 
They weep tiotto reJieve their ^nrS, btjt ihow, 
Home weep ia perfect ju«ljce to llifi dead* 
Ad cDDseious aU their We ii; hi Hfresr, 
Some miechieTouBily weep+ not uoapprii'd, 
T^ra eojnctimea aid the c&nqa&it o[ an eye^ 
VVitb wb&t a'Mrejc the noft Ephefiuis drew 
TheJj' !iab]c out- work o^tr entangli^d hearts f ^ 
Aa seen ttsrou^h crystal, bon thf^ir me^ ^0W| 
While liquid pear) runs triiiUhQ^ down their cheek ^ 
Of ber*i not proudeft K^^pt'a wnnton t|ue6», 
CkroiaalngEein!), heneir d'L'fi^nlv'd in Id to. 
^ve'veep at ileath, ab3tr^e:ted trooi the deed, 
And celebrate like Charleji^,. their owa dectnut^ 
By kJn4 coDEiruntioa E^nti? i&re deemed to weepi 
UecBu^e a decent veiJ conceals ibeir joy* 

Some weep In eataeit^ and y&\ weep la vain; 
Jlh deep in indi^cretlofi as in no. 
Ftaioo , bliod poailon 1 impotently ponra 
Tetn tbat deserro oiDfe Unr?, while aesfitui iteept, 
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Or safes* like to ideot, uncoiicern'd, 
Kor eonprehends the meaninr of the storai ; 
Xbowb not it speaks to her and her alooe. 
Irrationals all somm are beneath, 
That noble gift ! that priTil^e of nun ! 
From 8orrow*8 pang, the birth of endless jor ; 
But these are barreil of that birth divine : 
Thej weep impetuous as the summer storm. 
And full as short! the cruel grief soon tam*d. 
They make a pastime of the stingless tale; 
Far as the deep-resounding knell, they spread 
The dreaded news, and hardly feel it moret 
No grain «f wisdom pays them for their iro. 

Half round the globe, the tears pump'd up by death 
Are spent in warring vanities of life ; 
In majting foDy flourish still more Air. 
When the sick soul, her wonted stay withdrawn, 
Reclines <m earth, and sorrows in the dust. 
Instead of learning there her true support, 
Though there thrown down her true support to lean, 
Without Heav*n*s aid, impatient to be blest, 
She crawls to the next shrub or bramble vile. 
Though from the stately cedar^s arms she fell \ 
With stale foresworn embraces clings anew. 
The stranger weds, and blossoms, as before. 
In all the fruitless fopperies of life; 
Presents her weed, well-Ancied at the ball. 
And raffles for the dea^^s head on the ring. 

So wept Aurelia, till the destm'd youth 
Stent in with his receipt for making smiles. 
And blanching sables into bridal bloom. 
80 wept Lorenzo foir C]«rissa*s fkte. 
Who gave that angel boy on whom he doats ; 
And died togive him, orphaned in his birth! 
Not such, Narcissa, my distress for thee ; 
ril make an altar of thy sacred tomb. 
To sacrifice to Wisdom.— What wast thou? 
«• Young, gay, and fortunate !** Each yidds a theme: 
1*11 dwell on each, to shun thought more severe ; 
(Heav*n knows I labour with severer still !) 
1*11 dwell on each, and quite exhaust thy deatlt 
A soul without reOectioo, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, first, thy youth : what says it to grey hairs ? 
Narcissa, I'm become thy pupil now. — 
Early, bright, transient, chaste, as mmming dew. 
She sparkled, was exhalM, and went to heaven. 
Time on his head has snow'd, yet still 'tis* borne 
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Aloft, nor thinks but on uother^s grave. 

Cover'd with shame I speak k, age severe, 

Old worn-out vice sets down for virtue fair; 

With graceless gravity cbaatiwng youth. 

That youth chasti;j*d surpassing in a fault, 

Father of all, forgetfulness of death ; 

As if, like objects pressing on the sight, 

Death bad advancM too near us to be seen : 

Or that lifers loan time ripened into right. 

And man might plead prescription from the grave ; 

Deathless, from repetition of reprieve. 

Deathless ? far from it I such are dead already ; 

Their hearts are buried, and the wQrld^s their grave. 

TcII me, some god '. my guardian angel, tell 
What thus infatuates ? what enchantment plants 
The phantom of an age Hwixt us and death. 
Already at the door ? He knoclis ; we hear him, 
And yet we will not bear. What mail defends 
Our untouched hearts ? what miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thousand quireri 
Is daily darted, and is daily shunn*d.' 
We stand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs, 
Around us falling, wounded oft ourselves ; 
Tho* bleeding with our wounds, immortal still ! 
We see Time's furrows on another's brow. 
And Death intrench'd, preparing his aa<$auHt 
How few themselves in that j«*t mirror see I 
Or, seeing, draw their inference as strong ! 
There Death is certain : doubtful here : he must. 
And soon ; we may, within An age expire, 
Tho* grey our heads, our thougths and aims arc green ! 
Uke damagM clocks, whose hand and bell dissent} 

Folly sings six, while Nature points at twelve. 
Absurd longevity ! More, more, it cries : 

More life, more wealth, more trash of evVy kind. 

And wherefore mad for more, when relish fails ? 

Object and appetite must club for joy : 

Shall folly labour hard to mend the tow. 

Baubles, I mean, that strike us from without, 

While Nature is relaxing ev»ry string t 

Ask Thonght for joy ; grow rich, and hoard within. 

Think you the soul, when this life's rattles cease. 

Has nothing of more manly to succeed 1 

Coutrast the taste immortal ; learn e'en now 

To relish what alone subsists hereafter. 

Divine, or none, henceforth, your joys for ever. 

Of age the glory is, to wish to die ; 

That -wish ia praise and promise ; it applauds 
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Past life, aod promtees our future bUsv. 
What weakness see not cfaadren in their siree I 
Grand climactericai absurdities 
Grey-hair'd authority, to fisutts of youth 
How shocking ! it makes folly thrice « fool : 
And our first childhood might our last despise. 
Peace and esteem is all that age can hope : 
Nothing but Wisdom pves the first ! the Ia»t 
^'othing but the repute of being wise. 
Polly bars both : our age is quite uodODtw 

What folly can be ranker! Like our shadows, 
Our wishes lengthen as our stm declines. 
1^0 wish should loiter, then, this side the grave. 
Our hearts sbotdd leave the world before the kneO 
Calls for our carcasses to mend the soli 
Enough to live in tempest, die in port ; 
Age should fly concourse, eover in retreat 
defects of judgment, and the will subdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the silent solemn shore 
Of that va3t ocean, 'it roust saU so soon, 
And put good works on board, and wait the wind 
That shortly Mows us into worlds unknown : 
If t ncoQsiderM, too, a dreadful scene ! 

All should be prophets to themselves : foresee 
Their future Aite : their future fate foretaste : 
This art would waste the bitterness of death. 
The thought of death alone the fear destroyv ; 
A disafi'ection to that precious thought 
Is more than midnight darkness on the soul. 
Which sleeps beneath it on a precipice, 
VtitTd ottby the first blast, and lost for ever. 

Dost ask, Lorenzo, why so warmly pressed 
By repetion hammered on thine ear. 
The thought of death? That thought is the machine. 
The grand machine, that heaves us fron the duat. 
And rears us into men ! That thought ply*d faome,^ 
Will soon reduce the gliastly preeipice 
Overhanging hell, will soften the descent. 
And gently slope our passage to the grave. 
How warmly to be wishM ! what heart of fiesh 
Would triAe with tremendous? dare extremes ? 
Ya^n o'er the fate of infinite? what hand. 
Beyond the blackest brand of eeosure boltf, 
(To speak a language too well Icnown to thee) 
Would at a moment give its all to cliance, 
Aod stamp the die for an eternity? 

Aid me, Narci^sa ■' aid m6to kefp pace 
With Destiny, and ere her scissors cut 
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M/ thread of life, to break their tougher thread 

Of rawal death, that ties me to the world. 

Sting thou my slurafaP ring reason to send forth 

A tbraght (^Dbtervatien on the foe ; 

To sally, and survey the rapid march 

Of his ten thousand mess^igers to man : 

Who, Jehu-Uke, behind him turns them aU. 

All accident ^Mtrt, by Nature sign'd 

My warrant is gone out, though dormant ]ret ; 

Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
Must I then forward cmly look for death ? 

Backward I turn mine eye and find him there. 

Man is a s^-surviTor ev'ry year. 

Man, like a stream, in in perpetual fikm. 

Death's a destroyer of quotidian prey : 

My youth, my noon-tide, his ; my yesterday ; 
The bold intader shares the present hour. 
£ach moment OB the former shuts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is In decrease, 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomh. 

Our birth a nothing but our death begun, 

As tapers waste that instant they take fire. 

Shall we then fear, lest that should come to pass, 

Whichcomes to pass each moment of our lives ? 

If fear we must, let that death turn us pale 

Which murders strength and ardour; what remains 

Should rather call on Death, than dread bis caO. 

Ye partners of my fault, and my decline ! 

Thoughtless of death but when your neighbour's knell . 

(Rude visitant) knocks hard at your dull sense, 

And with its thundet scarce obtains your ear 1 

Be death your theme in ev'ry piace aqd hour : 

No longer want, ye monumentsd Sires, 

A brother tomb to tell you, you shAll die. 

That death you dread, (so great is Nature's skill f) 

Know you shall court before you shall enjoy. 

But you areleam'd; in volumes deep you sit. 
In wisdom shallow* PcHnpous ignorance ! 
Would you be still more learned than the learn'd t 
Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that knowledge which impairs your sense. 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 
Uohedg'd, lies open in life's common field, 
A nd bids all welcome to the vitsl feast. 
You scorn what lies before you in the page 
Of nature and experience, moral truth ! 
Of indispensable, eternal fruit ! 
Txuit, OB which mortals feeding, tura to godt ; 
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And dive in science for distH)guish*d names, 
Disliobest fomenUtioa of your pride, 
HiolEing in virtue as you rise in fame. 
Your learning, like ttie lunar beam, affords 
Ligtit, but not heat ; it leaves you uadevout. 
Frozen at heart, tvhile speculatioD shines. 
Awake, ^e curious indagators ^ fond 
Of tenowing all, but what avails you known. 
If vou would learn Death's character, attend. 
All casts of conduct, all degrees of hcAlth, 
All dyes of fortune, and all dates of age. 
Together shook in his impartial urn. 
Come forth at random; or, if choice is made, 
The choice is quite sarcastic, and insults 
All bold conjecture and fond hopes of man. 
What countless multitudes not only leave. 
But deeply disappoint us, by theirdeatbs ! 
Though great our 8<ntow, greaterour surprise^ 
Like other tyrants, Death delights tosmite. 
What smitten, most proclaims the pride of pow'r, 
And arbitrary nod. His joy supreme, 
To bid the wretch survive the fortunate; 
The feeble wrap th' athletic in his shroud ; 
And weeping fatliera build their children's- tombs ? 
Me thine, Narcissa !— What though short ihj date ? 
Virtue, not rolling suns, the mind matures. 
That life is long which answers life's great end. 
The time that bears no fruit deserves no same. 

?'he man of wisdom !s the man of years. 
D hoary youth Methusalems may die ; 
O how misdated en their flatt'riog tombs ! 

Narcissa's youth has lectured me thus far : 
And can her gayety give counsel too? 
That, like the Jew's fem'd oracle of gems. 
Sparkles instruction ; such as tlirows new light. 
And opens more the character of Death, 
111 known to thee, Jx)renzo, this thy vaunt ! 
** Give Death his due, the wretched and the old ; 
*' £*«n let him sweep his rubbish to the grave; 
" Let him not violate kind Nature's laws, 
•♦ But own man born to live ^ well as die. 
Wretched and old thou giv'st him : ;^oung and gay 
Vie takes ; and plunder 13 a tjrrant's joy. 
What if I prove, " The farthest from the fear 
*» Are often nearest to the stroke of ftite ?" 
All more than common, menaces an end. 
A biaze betokens brevity of life, 
A*; If bright <;mbcrs iboulU cmi^ a flanif , 
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Gkdepirita spwUcd from y i >ek M % *ye, ,. 
And nnde joutb youoger, and taogbt li()» to liTe> 
▲8 Nature^s oppoeites irage endleM war 
For this offencet as treaeoa to the deep 
Iiiviol^le8ti9orofhiBreigD, 
Where lust and turbuleot aBbition aieep, 
Beatb took swift Tcogeaoee. As be life detests. 
More life is stiil mof e odious : aad redueM 
By ccmquest aggrandizes more bis powV. 
But wherefore^eraadit'd? by Heav'n's decree 
To plant the soul on her eternal guard, 
Inawftilexpectatioiiofoureiid. „ .^ ,. ^ ^ 

Thus runs Death's dread coramisBiOB; '* Strike, buts*. 
** As most aianns the liviag by the dead." 
Hence stratagem delights him, and surprise. 
And cruel spcrt with man'ssecurities. 
Not s imple conquest, triumph in bis afan ; 
And wiiere least fear'd, thwe conquest tnttBq)hi BOSt.> 
This provet my bold assertion not too bold. 
What are hi» arts to lay our i;Ban asleep t 
Tiberian arts his pi^poses wrap up 
lit deep Dissimulation's darkest mgbt. 
Like princes unconfess'd in f(»eign courts, 
Who travel under cover, Death assumes 
The name and look of life, and dwellsamon^ us ; 
He takes all shapes that serve his hlack designs ; 
Though master of a wider empire far 
Than that o'er which the Rcwnau Eagle flew. 
Like Nero, he's a fiddler, charioteer; 
Or drives his ph»ton in female guise ; 
Quite unsuspected, till the wheel beneath 
HisdisarrayMoblationhe devoure. 

He roost effects the forms least hke himself, 
His slendes self: hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, uid si eek disguise. 
Behind the rosy Woom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambush in a smile ; or, wanton, dive 
In dimples deep : Love's eddies, which draw i« 
Unwary hearts, and sink them in despair. 
Such on Uarcissa's eouoh heloiter'd long 
Unknown, and when detected, stiil wm seen ^ 
To smile ; such peace has Innocence in deain . 

Most happy they ! whom least his wrts deceive. 
One eye on death, andone full fix'd on lieaVn, 
Becomes a mortal Mid immortal man. 
Long on his wUes a piqu'd and jealous spy, 
I've seen, ordreamM 1 saw, the tyrant dress, 
Lay by his borron, and put qn bis imuts. 
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8af, mute, for thoa r e t ea b e t'st , cill it back, 
Aod show Loresto the surprising seene ; 
If HwM ft dreftm, hie genius can explain. 

*Twas in a cirde of the gay I ftood : 
Death would have enter'd ; Nftture pushed him beck 
Supported by a doctor of renown, 
His point he gain*dr thenartfbUy dtomissHi 
The sage; for Death desigaM to be eoneetdM. 
He gave an old vhraeious usurer 
His meagre aspect, and his nalced b<nies ; 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey; 
A pamperM spendthrift, whose fantastic air, 
Well-rashfcNi^a figure, and eoetcaded brow, 
He took In change, and uaderaeatfa the pride 
Of costly linen tuekM hisflltby shroud. 
His crooked bow he 8traighten*d to a caoe, 
And hid his deadly shafts in Myra*s eye. 
The (keadAil masquerader, thus equipD*d, 
Outsallies on adventures. Ask vou where! 
Where is he not? For his peculiar haunts 
Let thissufHce ; sure as night fbllows day. 
Death treads in pleasure's footsteps round the world, 
When Pleasure treads the paths which Reason shuns. 
When agafaist ReaacD Riot shuts the door« 
Aod Gayety supplies the place of Sense, 
Then foremost, at the banquet and the ball. 
Death leads the dance, or stamps the deadly dye; 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown, 
Gayly carousing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs to see them laugh at htm. 
As absent far ; and when the revel bums, 
When Fear is baoish'd, and triumphant Thought/ 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
A^nst him tuMksthe key, and bids him sup 
With their progenitor»>-he drops his mask, 
Frowns full ataU ; they start, dei^air, expire. 

Scarce with more sudden terror and surprise 
From hiR black mask of nitre, touched by ire. 
He bursts, expands, roars, biases, and devours. 
A ud is not this triumphant treachery. 
And more than simple conquest tn the fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, dost thou wrap thy soul 
In soft security, because unknown 
Which moment is commissioned to destroy t 
1 ntdeath*3 imcertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncertain ? therefore thou be fix'd, 
Fix*d as aoentinel, all eye, all ear, 
.^ U expectation of the cesiiuffes* - ; . 
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Rouse, stood is anas, oor l^an atirfosttby spear, 
Lest slumber steal ooe moment c^et tby soul, 
And Fate surprise thee nodding Watch, be strong : 
Thus give emcfa day the merit and renown 
Of dyjSig; well, tiioi^ doomed but ooce to die. 
Nor let life's period, hidden (as nrom most) 
Hide, too^ frcmi thee the precious useirf' life. 

Earljr, net sadden, was Ncureissa's ftte ; 
8o(m, not surprkinf. Death his visitpaid : 
Her thought went Rvth to meet him xm his way, 
Nor Gayety fG»got it was to die. 
Though fortune too <our third and final theme) 
As an acconipliee, played her gaudy plumes, 
And ev*ry glitf ring gewgaw, on her sight. 
To dhzzle and debauch it firomits mark. 
Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man, 
And every thought that misses it is blind. 
Fortune, with Youth and Ginrety conspir'd 
To weave a triple wreath of han>ineas 
(If happiness on earth) to crown h^ brow : 
And could Death eharge through such a shining shield ? 
That shining shield invites the tjrrant's spear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims. 
And stroi^y preach humility toman. 
O how portentous is prosperity ! 
How „comet-like, it threatens while it shines ; 
Few years but yield us proof of Death's ambition, 
To «ull his victims from the fairestfold. 
And sheath his shafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 
With receet honours, bloom'd with ev'ry blist, 
8et up in ostentation, made the gaze. 
The gaudy centre of the public eye; 
When Fortane, thus, has toss'd her child in air, 
Snatch'd from the cov«rt of m humble state, 
How often have I seen him dropt at (mce. 
Our morning's envy ! and our evening's sigh I 
As if her bounties were the signal giv'n, 
The flow*ry wreath, to mark the sacrifice. 
And call death's arrows on the destin'd prey. 

High fortune seems in cruel league with Fate 
Ask you for what* To give his war on man 
The de^er dread, and more illustrious spoil; 
Thus tokeep daring monrtals more in awe. 
And biurns Lorenzo still for the sublime 
Of Itfe ! to hang his airy nest on high. 
On the slight timber of the topmostl)Ough, 
Kock'd at etch breeze, and aeaaciog.a ftltt 

Digitized by ClOOgle 



to THB COlfflLAlVT. mgki T. 

GraDtins grim 4fwUiat««ttl 4l9t«||M ibttro. 
Yet p«aee begins Jiot. where tnhMes ea&a. 
What iMkes man wretciiedl happioees deoied? 
I/orenzo! no, 'tis bappiaeae diaitain'd. 
8he comes too meaoljr dressed to trk our amiteSi 
And calls herself Content, a homely name ; 
Our flame is trassportt and content our aeom. 
AmbKion turns, and shuts the door against faer. 
And weds a toil, a tempest in her stead ; 
A tempest to warm transport neur of kin. 
UnknoTviog what our mortal state admita» 
Life*8 modest joys we ruin whilaPwe raise* 
And all our ecstasies are wounds to peace; 
Peace, the fuU {Kortiw of maoicind belerw. 

And since thy peace is dear, ambitioaa Tooth ! 
0( fortune fond I as thoughtless of thjr fiite 1 
As late I drew DeaUi's picture, to stir up 
Thy wholesome fears, now, drawn in conbast) st% 
Gay Fortune's, thy ^ain bc^es to reprimand. 
See, high in air the ^ortire goddess hangs, 
Unlodis her casket, spreads her gUtt*ring ware. 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abioad 
ller random bounties o'er tl^ gaping thron|. 
All rush nmacioua; friends o'er trodden Anendi, 
Sons o'er their fathers, subjects o'er tiieir kii^. 
Priests o'er their gods, and lovers o*er their ftUr, 
(Still more ador'd) to snatch the golden sbowY. 

Gold glitters most where virtue shines no mare,> 
As stars from abientsuns have leave to shine. 
O what a precious pack of votariea, 
Unkennell'd firom the prisons and the stews, 
pour in, all op'oing in their Idol's praise t 
All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand. 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jam. 
Morsel on morsel swallow down uncbew'd, 
Untasted, through mad apoetits Sac mcve ; 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet iMm and rav*nou8 still ; 
Sagacious all to trace the smallest game, 
A nd bo>d to seize the greatest. If (blest chanee !) 
Court-zephyrs sweetly breathe, they lanseh, they fly. 
O'er just, o'er sacred, all>lorbidden ground. 
Drunk with the burning seentof placeor poiw'r, 
Staunch to the foot of Lucre till the^y die* 

Or if for men you take them, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fotes survej. 
With aim irdsmeasur'd, and impetuous speedy 
Some, darting, strike their ardent wish »r oiP, 
Through {vary to possess it : some succeed. 
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But stnaibl* tad Itt bH tke ti^M prisk 
FrooiSQBe. bf sudden bltsts *tis vJiirfd «way. 
And lodg*d in boeoms that ne'er dreun'd otpda. 
To some it sticks so dose, tbat, wban torn off. 
Torn 18 tke man* «sd nMrtal is the ivoond. 
Some, o*er-eAftmourHl of their bBga, ran and. 
Groan under K<4d, yet weep tor want of breed. 
Together some (unfaappj rivals !) seise. 
And r«id abundanee into poverty ; 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and smiles; 
Smiles too the goddesa; (Mit smiles most at these 
(JiKt victinta of exorbitaBt desire !) 
Who perish at their ama request, and wkelm*d 
Beneath her load of lavkh grants, expire. 
Fortune is famous for her numbers slain; 
The number aaall which happiness can bear. 
Though various for a while their fates, at last 
One curse involves them all; at death's q>proacb 
All read their richea backward into loss. 
And mourn, in just proporti<m .to their store. 

And Death's ai^roaeh (if orthodox my song) 
Ta hasten'd by the lure of Forttme'a BmiJes. 
And art thou stiH a glutton of bright gold t 
And art thou still rapacious of thy ruin 1 
Death loves a shining mark, a signal blow ; 
A blow which, while it executes, alarms, 
And startles thousands with a single fell. 
As when some stately growth of oak, or pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly spreads her shade, 
The sun's defiance, and the fioek'e defence, 
By the strong strokes of hid>'rii^ hinds subdu'd, 
Ijoud groans her last, and, rushing from her height 
In cumb'rous ruin thundera to the ground; 
The conscious forest trembles at the shock, 
Aud hill, and stream, and distant dale resound. 

These high-aimM darts of death, and these alone. 
Should I collect, my quiver would be full; 
A quiver which, suspended in mid air. 
Or near heaven's archer, in the zodiac, hung, 
(So could it be) should draw the public eye. 
The gaxe and contemplation of mankind ; 
A constellation awful, yet benign, 
To guide the gay through life's tempestuous wave, 
Nor aullfer them to strike the common rock ; 
" From greater danger to grow more secure, 
" And, wrapt in happiness, forget their fate." 

Lysander, happy past the common lot, 
Was warn'd of daager, but too gay to fear. 
D 2 
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He i*«N>*d the ftir Aopwk: she was kiod$ 

In youth, form, tbrtime, fkme, tbey both were bieis*d : 

AH who knew envied ; yet in envy k)v*d ; 

Can Fancy form mere finah'd happiness? 

FixM was the nuptial hour. Her stately dome 

Rose on the sounding beach. The giiU^ring Q»ires 

lloat in the wave, and break against the shore : 

So break those glittering shadows, human joys. 

The faithless morning smil*d : he takes his leave 

To re-embrace, in ecstasies, at eve. 

The rising storm forbids. The news arrives ; 

Untold she saw it in her servant*s eye. . 

She felt it seen (her heart was apt to feel) 

And drowned, without the fUrious oceui^s aid. 

In stt^ating sorrows shares his tomb. 

Ifow round the sumptuous bridal monument 

The guSty billows innocently roar. 

And the rough sailor passing, drops a tear. 

A tear 1— can tears suffice 1— but irot for me. 

How vain our effbrts ! and our arts hew vain ! 

The distant train of thought I took, to shun. 

Has thrown me on my fote.— These died together; 

Happy in ruin ! undivorc*d by death ! 

Or ne*er to meet, or ne^er to part, is peace.^^ 

Narcissa, Pity bleeds at thought of thee : 

Tet thou wasturaly near me, not myself. 

Burvive myseu ?— that cures all crtber wo> 

Karcissa lives ; Philander is forgot 

O the soft commerce ! O the tender ties. 

Close twisted with the fibres of the heart ! 

Which broken, break them, and drain off the soul 

Of human joy, and make it pain to live. — 

And is it then to live 1 when such firiends part, 

•Tis the survivor dies.— My heart! no more. 
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PREFACE 

TO 

THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 



Few ages have been deeper in dispute about religion 
than this. The dispute about religion, and the practice 
of it, seldom go together. The shorter therefore the 
dispute, the better. I think it maj be reduced to tills 
single queetioot !s Man immoHalt or.Ulunot ? If he is 
notf all our dfeputes are mere amusements, or trials of 
sklU. In this case, truth, reason, religion, which gave 
our disccurses such pomp and solemnity, are (as will be 
shown) mere empty sounds, without any meaning io 
them. But if man is immortal, it will behove him to 
be very serious about eternal coosoquences ; or, in 
other words, to be truly religious. And this great 
fundamental truth, unestablished, or unawalcened in 
the minds of men, is, I conceive, the real source and 
support of all our infidelity; how remote soever the 
particular ot^ections advanced may seem to be trom 
it. 

Sensible appearances affect most men much more 
than abstract reasonings ; and we daily see bodies 
drop around us, but the soul is invisible. The power 
. which tneliuation has over the judgment, is greater 
than can be well conceived by those that have not had 
an experience of it; and of what numbers is it the sad 
interest, that souls should not survive 1 The Heathen 
ivorld confessed, that they rather hop^d, than firmly 
believed Immortality ! and bow many Heathens have 
we still among us ! The sacred page assures uft, that 
life and immortality ace kconght to light by the 
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gospel : But by hoir many is the gospel rejected* or 
overlooked! From these considerations, and from nay 
bemg, accidentally, privy to the sentiments of some 
particular persons, I have been long persuaded, that 
most, if not all our infidels (irhatever name they take, 
and whatever scheme for a;i^gument*s sake, and to keep 
themselves in countraance they patronise) are 8iq»- 
ported in their deplorable error, by some doubt of 
their immortality, at the bottom. And 1 am satislledy 
that men once thoroughly convinced of their immor- 
tality, are not iar from being Christians. For it is bard 
to conceive, that a man fully conscious eternal pain or 
happiness will certainly be his lot, should not eamestlj 
and impartially Inquire after the 8ure::t means of es- 
caping the one, and securing the other. And of such 
an earnest and impartial inquiry, I well know the 
consequence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this most fundamental 
truth, some plain arguments are offered; arguments 
derived from principles which Infidels admit in com- 
mon with Believers ; arguments which appear to oie 
altogether irresistible ; and such as, I am satisfied, will 
have great weight with all who give themselves the 
small trouble of looking seriously into their own bo- 
soms, and of observing, with any tolerable degree of 
attention, what daily passes round about them in the 
world. If some arguments shall here occur, which 
others have declined, they are submitted, with all 
deference, to belter judgments in this, of all points 
the most important. For as to the being of a GOD, 
that is no longer disputed; but it is undisputed for 
this reason only, viz. Because, where tbe least pre- 
tence to reason is admitted, it must for ever be dis- 
putable. Anu of consequence, no man can be betrayed 
into a dispute of that nature by vanity, which has a 
principal share in animsting our modem combatants 
against otber articles of our belief. ' 
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COMPLAINT. 

mCHT VL 
THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

m TWO PARTS. 

Contaiuing 
TAe Nature^ Proofs and Importance of ImmorialUji^ 



PART 1. 

WlurCi among other Things^ Glory and Riches arc pui- 
ticularly considered. 

INSCRIBED TO TUK HIGUT HON. HUNRT PELBA^, 

She* (for I know not yet her name in heaven) 
Not early, like Narcissa» left the scene, 
Nor sudaeii, like Philander. What avail 1 
This seeming mitigation but inflames : 
This fancied med'cine heightens the disease. 
The longer known, the closer still she grew. 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 
'Tis the grim tyrant's engine which extorts. 
By tardy pressure's still increasing weight. 
From hardest hearts conlession of distress. 

O the long dark approach, through years of pain, 
Death's gallery ! (might I dare to call it so) 
With dismal doubt and sable terror hung, 
Sick Houe's pale lamp its only glimm'ring ray; 
There, rate my melancholy walk ordain'd, 

^Rtf erring to mglU the lYtk. 
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Foriiid SelMove itself to fatter there. 

How oft I gaz*d propfaetkalhr sad ! 

How oft I saw her dead, wMie yet in smiles ! 

In smiles she sunk her grief to lessen mine : 

She spoke me comfort, mad increasM mj pain. 

T.ike pow'rful armies, trencbfaig at a town. 

By slow and silent, hut resistless, sap, 

In his pale progress gently gaining ground. 

Death uTg*d his deadly siege ; in spite of art, 

Of all the balmy blessings Nature fends 

To succour frail humanity. Ye Stars ! 

(Not now first made familiar to my sight) » 

And thou, O moon ! bear witness : many a night 

He tore the pillow from beneath my head. 

Tied down my sore attenticm to the shock 

By ceaseless depredations on a life 

Dearer than that he left me. I>-eadful post 

Of observation ! darker e v^ry hour ! 

I.,es8 dread the day that di^ve me to the brink. 

And pointed out eternity below. 

When my soul shudder'd at ftitnrity ; 

When, on a momeut*s point the impoi-tant die 

Of life and deaths spun doubtful, ere it fell, 

And tum'd up life, my title to more wo. 

But why more wo ! More comfort let it be. 
Nolhing is dead but that which wishM to die ; 
Nothing is dead but wretchedness and pain ; 
Nothing is dead but what incumbered, galPd, 
BlockM up the pass, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwells that wish most ardent of the wise ! 
Too dark the sun to see it : highest stars 
Too low to reach it : Death, great death alone, 
0*er stars and suu, triumphant, lands us there. 

Nor dreadful our transition, though the mlud. 
An artist at creating self-alarms, 
Rich in expedients for inquietude. 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death*s portrait true ! the tyrant never sat. 
Our sketch all random strokes, conjecture all ; 
Close shuts the grave, nor tells one single tale. 
Death and his image rising in the brain 
Bear faint reserobiance ; never are alike; 
Fear shakes the pencil; Fancy loves excess ; 
Dark Ignorance is lavish of her shades : 
And these the formidaMc picture draw. 

But grant the worst, 'tis past : new prospe6ta riije 
And drop a veil eternal o*er her tomb. 
Far other views our contem^l^tjoa c'aim, 
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Vi«ire tbat o*erpKy the rlgo«n of •ur life ; 

Views that suspend our agonies in death. 

Wrapt in the tiiought of iaimortality, 

Wr^'t in the single, the triumphant thought .' 

Loog liTe might lapse* age unperceivM come on, 

And find the soul uosated with her theme. 

Its nature, proof* importanee, fire my song, 

O that my song could emulate my soul ! 

Like her, immortal. No ! — the soul disdaioi 

A mark so mean ; far nobler lu^ie inflames; 

If endless ages can outweigh an hour. 

Let not the laurel, but ihe palm, inspire. * 

Thy nature. Immortality! who knows 1 
And yet who knows it not ? It is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter colour spun. 
And spun for ever ; dipt by cruel Fate 
In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle, here ! 
How short our correspondence with the son .' 
And while it lasts inglorious 1 Our best deeds, 
How wanting in their weight I Our highest joys. 
Small cordials to support us in our pain, 
« And ^ive us strength to suffer. But how great 
To mingle interests, converse, amities, 
Wi%h all the sons of reason, seatter'd wide 
Through habitable space, wherever born, 
Howe'er endowM ! To live free citizens 
Of tmiversal nature ! To lay hold, 
By naore than feeble faith, on the Supreme ! 
To call heaven's rich nnfatbomable mines 
(Mines which support archangels in their sta^) 
Our own ! to rise in science as in bliss, 
Initiate in the secrets of the skies ! 
To read creation ; read its mighty plan 
In the bare bosom of the I)eity ! 
The plan and execution to collate ! 
To see, before each glance of piercing thought. 
All cloud, allsbadow, blown remote, and leave 
No rovstery— but that of love divine. 
Which lifts us on the seraph's flaming wing. 
From ewth's Aceldama, this field of blood. 
Of inward anguish, and of outward ill, 
From darkness and from dust, to such aseene ! 
IjOve*8 element ! true joy's illa^rious home ! 
From earth's sad contrast (now deplor'd) more fair I 
What exquisite vicissitude of fate ! 
Bless'd Solution of our blackest hour! 

Lorenzo, these are thoughts that make man Mao> 
The wise UloBrine, aggrwadiit? the great. 
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How great (while y«t, we UmA the kiadMiliSlod, 

And ev^ry nionieot fear to sink beneatb 

The clod we tread, soon trodden by our soos) 

How great, in the wild whirl of time's purauita. 

To stop and pause ; laved v'd in high presage 

Through the long visto of a thousand years. 

To stand contemplating our distant selves. 

As in a magnifying mirror seen. 

Enlarged, ennobled, elevate, divine ! 

To prophesy our own futurities ! 

To gaze in thought on what all thought transcends \ 

To talk, wiUi feliow-candidates, of joys 

As far beyond conception as desert. 

Ourselves th* a^itonlubM talkers md the tale ! 

Lorenzo, swells thy bosom at the thought? 
The swell becomes thee : 'tis an honest pride. 
Revere thyself, — and yet thyself despise. 
His nattu'e no man can overrate, and none 
Can underrate his merit. Take good heed. 
Nor there be modest where thou sbouUIst be proud : 
^fhat almost universal error shun. 
How just our pride, when we behold those heights I 
Not tiio^e Ambition paints in air, but thoee 
Reason points out, and ardent Virtue gains. 
And angels emulate. Our pride boiv^just ! 
Wheu mount we? when these shackles cast 3 when quit 
This cell of the creation \ this small nest, 
Stuclc in a corner of the imi verse. 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud and fine-spun air? 
Fine-spun to sense, but gross and feculent 
To souls celestial : souls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambrosial gales, and drink a purer sky ; 
Greatly triumphant on Time's farther shore, 
VHiere virtue rei,;ns, enrich'd with full arrears. 
While Pomp imperial begs an alms of Peace. 

In empire high, or in proud science deep. 
Ye born of Earth, on what can you confer, 
With half the dignity, with half the gain, 
The gust, the glow rf rational deUght, 
As on this theme, whisb angels praise and share? 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heaven. ■ 

What wretched repetition cloys us here? 
What periodic ptHions for the sick ! 
Di8temper'd bodies .' and dislemper'd minds I 
Id an eternity what scenes sludl strike \ 
Adventures thickea ! xwvelties surprise ! 
What webs of wooiJer (shall unravel there i 
VVhat full day pour on ail the paths of hcavea, 
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MM lifht th* Alaicfaty't foottt^M ia tiie 6—p t 
RowsbaU the bleiwed day of our dkcbarse 
Unwind, at oace, the labrrinths of Fate, 
And straigbten Us inextricable maze ! 

If ioextinguisbahle tbirat in man 
To know how ricb^ bow full, our banquet tbere I 
There, not the moral wwld alone unfolds ; 
The world material, lately seen in shades, 
And in those shades by fracraents only seen. 
And seen those fragments by the laboring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illustrious and entire, 
Its ample sphere, its univ^^al frame. 
In full dimeDsions, swells to the survey. 
And enters, at one glance, the ravished sight. 
From some superior point (where, who can tell ? 
Suffice it, *tis a pointwbere gods reside) 
How shall the stranger, man's illumin'd eye, 
In the vast ocean of unbounded space, 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Divide the crystal waves of ether pure, 
In endless voyage, without port ! Tbe least 
Of these dissemmated orbs now great ! 
Great as they are, what numbers these surpass, 
Huge as leviathan to that small race, 
Those twinkling multitudes of littie life, 

He swallows unperceiv'd ! Stupendous these ! 

Yet what are these stupendous to the whole! 

As particles, as atoms ill perceiv'd; 

As circulating globules in our vehis ; 

So vast the phm. Fecundity divine ! 

Exub*rant source ! perhaps I wrong thee still. 
If admiration is a source of joy. 

What transport hence '. yet this the least in heaven. 

What this to that illustnous robe he wears, 

Who tossM this mass of wonders from bis baud 

A specimen, an earnest ot his powV 1 

*Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 

As the mead*8 meanest fiow'ret to the sun 

Which gave it birth. But what this sun of heaven 1 

This bliss supreme of the supremely blessed ? 

Death, only death, the question can resolve. 

By death cheap bought th' ideas of our ioy ; 

The bare ideas ! solid happiness 

So distant from its shadow chas'd below. 
And chase we still the phantom throu^rh the fire, 

O'er boe, and brake, and precipice, till death ! 

And toU we still for sublunary pay? 

Defy the dangers of the field and flooo, 
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Or, tpider-like, spin out our precious all, 
Our more than vitals apio (if no regard 
jTo great futurity) io curious webs 
Of subtle thought and exquisite des^, 
(Fine network of the brain !) to catch a fly ! 
Tlie momentary buz of vain renown J 
A name ! a mortal immortality ! 

Or (meaner still) instead of grasping air. 
For sordid lucre plunge we in the mire t 
Drudge, sweat, through ev^ry shame, for ev'rj gaiB» 
For vile contaminating trash; throw up 
Our hope in heaven, our dignity with man, 
jknd deify the dirt matured to gold? 
Ambition, AT*rice, the two demons these 
Which g(»d through every slough our human herd, 
Hard-travellM firom the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches stoop ! how steep they diSBk! 
These dsmons burn mankind, but most possess 
Lorenzo^s bosom, and turn out the skies. 

Is it in time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the shore 
To cover ocean ? or a mote the sun ? 
Glory and wealth ! have they this blinding power? 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind? 
Would it surprise thee ? Be thou then surpris'd ; 
Thou neither know'st : their nature learn from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as these subject) seem, 
What close connection ties them to my theme. 
First, what is true ambition ? The pursuit 
Of glory nothing less than man can share. 
Were they as vain as gaudy-minded man, 
Kn flatuleut with fumes of self-applause, 
'J'heir arts and conquests animals might boast. 
And claim their laurel crowns as well as we. 
But not celestial. Here we stand alone ; 
As in our form, distinct, pre-eminent; 
If prone in thought, our stature is our shame; 
And man should blush, his forehead meets the skies. 
The visible and present are for brutes, 
A slender portion ! and a narrow bound ! 
These, Reason, with an energy divine. 
Overleaps, and claims the future and unseea; 
The vast unseen ! the future fathomless ! 
When the great soul buoys up to this high point, 
I^eaving gross Nature*s sediments below. 
Then, and then only, Adam's oflfapring quits 
The sage and hero of the fitlds and woods, 
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Asserts his rank, md rises into in«ni. 
This is ambition : this is human Ere. 

Caa parts, or place (two bold pretenders !) malct 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng ♦ 

Genius anti art, ambition's boasted wines, ' 
Our boast but ill deserve. A feeble aidT 
Bcdalian engin'ry ! If these alone 
Assist our flight, fkme's flight is glory*^ fkll. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne*er so high. 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch when I behold. 
When I behold a genius bright, and base, 
(tf tow'ring talents, and terrestrial aims; 
Methlnks 1 see, as thrown fro^a her high sphere, 
The glorious fragments o( a soul immortal. 
With rubbish mix*d, and glitrring in the dust. 
Struck at the splendid, melancbofy si^fat. 
At once compassion soft, and envjr, rise- 
But wherefore eory ? Talents angel-bright, 
If wanting worth, are shining instruments 
In false ambitioa's hand, to finish faults 
Illustrious, and gire infamy renown. 

Great ill is an achievement of groat powera : 
Plain sense but rarely leads us far astray. 
Reason the m^ans, aHfections choose our end ; 
Means have no merit, if our end amiss. 
If wrong our hearts, our beads are right in vain ; 
What is a Pelham's head to Pelhtim's heart ! 
Hearts are proprietors ef all applause. 
Right ends and means make wisdom : Worldly wise 
Is but half-witted, at its highest praise. 

Let genius then despair to make thee great ; 
JSot flatter station, what is station high 1 
*Tfi a proud mendicant; it boasts, and begs ; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng. 
And oft the throng denies its charity. 
Monarchs, and ministers, are awful names; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both exact 
External homage, and a supple linee, 
To beings pompously set up, to serve 
The meanest slave ; all more is merit's due, 
Her sacred and invMaMe eight; 
Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts ne*er bow but to superior worth ; 
Nor ever faU of their allegiance there. 
Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 
£b4 f oU th« nastU into ni^ty. 
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Let the small sa7ag« botst bis sU«er fdr ; 

His royal robe unborroir*d, and m^i^t, 

His own, descending fiuriy from bis sires. 

SbaJl maa be prood to if ear his liveiy, 

And souls in ermine scttfo a sobl without ? 

Can place or lessen us, or i^ggrandizel 

Pigmies are pigmies still, though pereh*d on Ahis ; 

And pyramids are pyramids In vales. 

Each manmakes bis own stature, builds himseff : 

Virtue alone out-builds the pyramids ; 

Her monuments shall last when Egjrpt's fkll. 

Of these sure truths dost thou demand the cause ! 
The cause is lodg*d in immortality. 
Hear, and assent. TJiy bosom bums U» power; 
What dution charms thee ? I'll instal thee th«« ; 
*Ti8 thine^ A nd art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before wast something less than man. 
Has thy new post betray'd theemto pride ? 
That treach'pous pritfe betrays thf dignity ; 
That pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which staft or strings can raise ; 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkness soare, 
From blindness bold, and tow'ring to the skies. 
'Tis born of ijpiorance, which knows not man : 
An angel's second : ncn- his eecondlong. 
A Nero quitting his imperial tlirorfe. 
And courting glory firom the tinkling string, 
But faintly shadows an immortalsoul, 
With empire's self, to pride, or rapture ftr*d. 
If nobler motives minister noeure, 
E'en vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place ; 'tte more ; 
It makes the post stand candidate for tbee ; 
Makes more than monacchs, makes en honest mtn * 
Though Wi exchequer it oommands, His wealth ; * 
And though it wears no ribband, 'tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, though disgrac'd. 
Nor leave thee pendant on a master's smile. 
Other ambition nature interdicts : 
iNature proclaims it mostlUtourd in man, 
By pointing at his origin, and end ; 
Milk and a swathe, at first his whole demand ; 
His whole domain, at last, a turf or stone ; 
To whom between, a world may seem too sraaU. *» 

Souls truly great, dart forward on the wing 
Of just ambition to the grand result, 
The curtain's faU ; there, see the buskinM chief 
Unshod behind this moffleatary ic«ae } 
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As vice, or Tirtue» ai^ks himt or tuwmM ; 

And laush at this fantastic muaunerj, 

Tills antic prelude of groteeque evefits, 

Where dwarfs are oFten stilted, and betray 

A littlenesf of soul by worlds o'er-mn, 

And satiousjaid in blood. Dread saeriflce 

To christian pride ! which bad with horror sboekM 

The darlcest pagans, offer'd to their gods. 

O thou most christian enemy to peace .' 
Again in arms 1 again provoki^CBtel 
That prince, and that aleney is truly great. 
Who draws the sword reluetant^gliuSy sheaths ; 
On empire builfte what empire fiur out-weighs, 
And makes liis thronea seaffcdd to the slues. 
Why tbi^ so rare 1 becauseforgot of all 
The day of death ; that venerarae day, 
Which sits as judge; that day which shall pronoaoce 
On all oiu* days, iU)solv« th^ or condemn. 
X^renzo, ne viBr shut thy thought against it ; 
Be levees ne'er so full, afford Jt room, - 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend consulted (flatteries apart) 
Will tell thee fair, if thou artgieat or mean. 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left ; 
Is that ambition ? Then let flames descend , 
Point to the centre their inverted spires. 
And learn humiliation from a soul. 
Which boasts tor lineage from celestial fire. 
Yet these are tliey the world pronounces wise ; 
The world which cancels nature's r^ht and wrong, 
And casts new wisdom : £*ea the grave man lends 
His solemn face to countenance the coin. 
Wisdom for parts is madoe&s for the whole. 
'i'hls stamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
'i'o call the wisest weak, the richest poor, 
The most ambitious, unambitious, mean; 
Id triumph mean ; and abject on a throne. 
Nothing; can make it less than madin man, 
To put forth all his ardour, all hia art. 
And give his soul her fuH uobounded flight. 
But reaching him, whogave her wings to fly. 
When blind ambition quite mistakes her road. 
And downward pores for that which shines above, 
Substantial happiness, and true renown. 
Then, like an ideot gazing on the brook, 
We leap at stars, andfasten in the mud j 
At jlory grasp, awlfiok in iflfwny. 
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Ambition ! Mm*rftil Bowpceofsood tad ill I 
Tby streogth IB man, like Icnstb of wing ia birds ; 
Wben disengagM from eartii, with greater easot 
And swiaer fligbtt transports m to the slcies : 
By toys entangled, orin guilt bemir'dt 
It turns a curse ; it is our chain, and scottrge* 
In this dark dungeon, where coafinM we lie* 
Cloae grated by the sordid bars of sense : 
All prospect <rf eternity shut out ; 
And, but for execution, ne*er set fk«e. 
With error in ambition justly charg'd. 
Find we Lorenzo wiser in Ms wealth % 
What if thy rental I reform and draw 
An inv^ntMy new to set thee right % 
Where, thy true treasure t Gold says, * not in me/ 
And, *notinme,*theDiaaaiid. Gold is poor, 
India's insolvent 1 seek it in thyself. 
Seek in thy naked self, and ftiid it there ; 
In being so descended, formed, ^idow'd ; 
Rky-bom, sky-guided, skv-retuming race ! 
Erect, immcital, rational, divine ! 
In senses which inherit earth, and heavens ; 
Rnjoy the variout riclws nature yields ; 
Far nobler ; give the riches they enjoy : 
Give taste to fruits, and harmony to groves : 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright fire : 
Take in, at once, the landscape of the wotid 
At a small inlet, which a grain might close. 
And balf'create the wond*rou8 w<nrld they see. 
Our senses, as our reason, are divine. 
But for the.magio organ's powerful charm. 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos still. 
Objects are hut th* oeeasioa ; oivs th' ejiploit : 
Ours is the doth, the pencil wad the paint. 
Which nature's admirable picture draws. 
And beautifies creation's ample dome. 
Like Milton's Eve when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchless image, man admires. 
Say then, shall roan, his thoughts all sent abroad 
(Superior wonders in himself forgot) 
His admiration waste cm objects round. 
When beav'n makes him the soul of all he sees 1 
Absurd ! not rare ! so great, so mean, is man. 

What wealth in senses such as these ! What wealth 
In fancy, flr'd to form a foirer scene 
Than sense survesrs ! In memory's firm record. 
Which, should it perish, could this woiid recall 
From the dark shadows of o'^rwhelming years ! 
In colours fresh, originaHy hright, 
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z^ itve its portraitt and report its Ikte i 
- f Mwealtbiiiiatellect, tlMit80T*rekBpow*r! 
i f Uch sense, and fimcy summom to the Mr ; 
1 1 jerrogates, ^yproves, or reprehends ; 
.'. od fircMm the mass those underlkigs iinport« 
' rom their materials sifted and refined, 

jid in truth*9 balance aocurateljr weighed, 
. onns art, and science, goverament, and laws ; 
V '^ solid basis, and the beauteous frame, 
Thi''«itals, and the grace of citU life ! 
And m*^ners (sad exoeptioa !) set aside. 
Strikes ooW with mastor-hand, a copy fhir 
Of his idea, ^hoee indulgent thought. 
Long, long, ere chaos teem*d, planaM human bliss. 

What wealth in souls that soar, dive, range around, 
Disdaining limit, <» from place or time; 
And hear at once, in thought extensive, hear, 
Th* almighty fiat, and the trumpet's sound ? 
Bold, cm creation's outside walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'er shall be ; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of thought, 
Creation's new in fancy's field to rise ! 
Souls, that can grasp whate*er th' Almighty made, 
And wander wild thro* things impossible ! 
What wealth .in faculties of endless growth, 
In quenchless passions violent to crave. 
In libertv to c^ose, in power to rea<H), 
And in duration (how thy riches rise !) 
Duration to perpetuate— boundless bliss ! 

Ask vou, what pow'r resides in feeble man 
That bliss to gain 1 Is virtue then unknown ? 
Virtue, our present peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecarious natural estate, 
Improveable at will, in virtue lies; 
lis tenure sure; its income is divine. 

High-built abundance, heap on heap ! for what ? 
To breed new wants and benu' us the more ! 
Then, make aricherscrambie for the throng. 
Soon as tb'a feeble pulse, which lei^ so loi^ 
Almost by miracle, is tir'd with play, 
jLike rubbish from disploding enpnes thrown. 
Our magai^ee of hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diverse; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 
New masters court, and call the former foola 
(How justly !) for dependence on their stay. 
Wide scatter, first our play-things : then our diat. 

Dost court abundance for the sake of peace ! 
Learo, and laneot thy self-defeated scheme ; 
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Riches enable to be rieber still; 
And, richer still, wlwit mortal can resist ? 
Thus wealth (a cruel task-master !) enjoins 
New toils, succeeding toUs, an endless train ! 
And murders peace, which taught it first to shine. 
The poor are half as wretched as the rich: 
Whose proud and painful privilege it is, 
At once to bear a double load of wo ; 
To feel the stings of envy, and of want. 
Outrageous want ! both Indies cannot cure. 
^ A competence is vital to content. 
vMuch wealth is corpulence, if not disease ; 
v Sick, or incumbered, is our happiness. 
/^ A competence is all we can eujoy. 
j^ O be content, where heav'n can give no more } 
More, like a flash of water from a lock, 
Quickens our spirit's movement for an hour* 
But soon its force is spent, nor rise our jo3rs 
Above our native temper's comnron stream. 
Hence disappointment lurks in ev»ry prize. 
As bees inflow'rs, and stings us with success. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns j 
^ or knows the wise are privy to the lie. 
^-Much learning shows bow^ little mortals know; I 
^ Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy ; J 
} At best, it babies us with endless toys, / 

^ And keeps us chiWren till we drop to dust. / 
As monkies at a mirror stand amaz'd, 
They fail to «nd what they so plainly see ; 
Thus men, in shining riches, see the face 
0<' happiness, nor know it is a shade, 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and pea> ^gaio, 
And wish, and wonder it js absent stUI. 

How few can rescue opulence from want ! 
Who lives to Nature rarely can be poor : 
Who lives to PanCy, never can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt; the man <tf gold 
In debt to Fortune, trembles at her pow'r. " 
The man of reason smiles at her, and death. 

what a patrimony this ! A being 

Of such inherent strength and majesty. 
Not worlds possessed can raise it: worlds destroyed 
; a«'t»niure; which holds on its glorious course. 
When thine, O Nature ! ends: too Wess'd to mourn 
Creation's obsequies. What treasure this ; 

1 he monarch is a beggar to the man. 
IMMORTAL! Ages past, yetnothing gone I 

Alcrn without eve ! a race without a goal; 
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UiishortenM by progressimi infinite ! 

Futurity for ever future ! Life 

Beginning still, where computation ends i 

'Tis the description of a deity ! 

•Tis the description <rf the meanest slave : 

The meanest slave dares then Loreo%o scorn 1 

The meanest slave thy sovereign glory shares. 

Proud youth ! fastidious of the lower world ! 

Man's lawful pride includes humility ; 

Stoops to the lowest ; is too great to find 

Inferiors; all immortal ! Brothers all! 

Proprietors eternal of thy love. 

Immortal ! What can strike the seme so strong, 

As this the soul 1 It thunders to the thought ; 

Reason amazes ; gratitude overwhelms ; 

Ko more we slumber on the brink of fate ; 

Rous'd at the sound, th' exulting soul ascends. 

And breathes her native air ; an air that feeds 

Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires ; 

Quick-kindles all that is divine within us, 

Nor leaves one loitVin^ thought beneath the stars. 

Has not Lorenzo's bosom caught the flame ? 
Immortal ! Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy ! How would thrones adore ! 
Because 'tis common, is the blessing lost? 
How this ties up the bounteous bandof heav'a ! 
O vain, vain, vdin .' all else ! — Eternity ! - 
A glorious, and a needful refuge, that. 
From vile iraprjaonment in abject views. 
'Tis immortality, 'tis that alone, 
Amid life's pains, abasements, emptiness,. 
The sold can comfort, elevate, and fill. 
That only, and that amply, this performs; 
Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above ; 
Their terror those, and these their lustre lose; 
Eternity depending, covers all ; 
Eternity depending, all achieves ; 
Sets earth at distance ; cast her into shades ; 
Blends her dktinctlons ; abrogates her powers; 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe, 
Fortune's dread irownf , and fascinating smiles^ 
Make one promiscuous and neglected heap. 
The man beneath ; If I may call him man, 
Whom immortality's full force inspires. 
Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought: 
Suns sfine unseeh, and thunders roll unheard. 
Bv minds quite conscious of their high descent^ 
Tieir preseot province, and their future prize; 
£ 
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Divinely darting upTrard every wish. 
Wmrm on tbe wing* in glorious absence lost 

Doubt you this truth? Why labours your belief? 
If earth*8 wh(de orb, by some due distancM eye 
Were seen at once, hertow'ring Alps would sink. 
And levelled Atlas leave an even sphere. 
Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire. 
Is swallow^ in Eternity's vast round. 
To that stupendous view, when souls awake, 
fk> large of late, so mountainous to man. 
Time's toys subside ; and equal all below. 

Enthusiastic, this? Then all are^ceak. 
But rank enthusiasU. To this godlike height 
Stome souls have soared ; or martyrs ne'er had Med. 
And all may do, what has by man beep done. 
Who, beaten by these sublunary storms. 
Boundless, interminable jo^s can weigh, 
UnrapturM, unexalted, unmflam'd? 
What slave unblest, who trom to-morrow's dawn 
Expects an empire ? he forgets his chain. 
And, thron'd in thought, his absent sceptre waves. 

And what a sceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own immense appointments to compute, 
Or comprehend her high prerogauve, 
In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants the human soul divine; 
Too great the bounty seems for earthly ioy : 
What heart but trembles at so strange a Mtas ? 

In spite of all the truths the muse has sui%. 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough ! enough revolv'd ! 
Are there who wrap the world nodose about them, 
They see no farther than the clouds ? and danee 
On heedless Vanity's fantastic toe, 
Till, stumbling at a straw, in their career, 
JleadloDg they plunpe, where end both dance and sc»g i 
Are there, liOrenzo, (Is it possible ?) 
Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a soul immortal in their breasts ; 
Unconseious as the mountain of its ore; 
Or rock, of its inestimable gem ? 
Whenroftks shall melt, and mountains vanish, these 
Shall know their treasure ; treasure, then, no more. 

Are there (still more amazing ') who resist 
The rising thought? who smother, in its birth. 
The glorious truth ? who struggle to be brutes ? 
Who through this bosom-barrier burst their way; 
And, with revers'd ambition, strive to sink ? 
Who laho«» dpwDward through the opposing powers 
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or instioct, reason, and the world against them. 

To dismal hopes, and shelter in the shock 

Of endless Night? Night darker than the grave's I 

Who slight the proofs of imniortality ! 

With horrid zesd, and execrable arts. 

Work all their engines, Tevel their black fires, 

To blot from man this attribute divine, 

(Than vital blood far dearer to the wise) 

Blasphemers, and rank atheists to themselves ? 

To ccmtradict them, see all nature rtee : 
What object, what event, the moon beneath. 
But argues, or endears, an after-scene t 
To reason proves, or weds it to Desire '. 
All things proclaim it needful t some advance 
One precious step beyond, and prove it sure. 
A thousand arguments swarm round my pen, 
From heaven, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 
By nature, as her commrai habit, worn; 
So pressing Providence a truth to teach. 
Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain. 

THOU ! whose all-providential eye surveys. 
Whose hand directs, whose Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond ! 
Eternity's Inhabitant august ! 
Of two eternities amazing Lord ! 
One past, ere man's or angel's had begun : 
Aid ! while I rescue from the foe's assault 
Thy glorious immortality in man : 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight. 
Of moment infinite ! but relish'd most 
By those who love thee most, who most adore. 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of thee the great Immutable, to man 
Speaks wisdom ; is his oracle supreme ; 
And he who most consults her, is most wise. 
Lorenzo, to this heavenly Delphos haste ; 
And come back all-imro»rtal ; all-divine ; 
Look Nature through, 'tis revolution all ; 
All change, no death. Day follows night ; and night 
The dying day ; stars rise, and set, and rise ; 
Earth takes th' example. See the Sumifler gay, 
With her green chaplet, and ambrosial flowers. 
Droops into pallid AutJimn : Winter grey. 
Horrid with frost, and turbulent with storm, 
Blows Autumn and his golden fruits away ; . ,^ ^ ^ ^ 
Then melts into the Spring : Soft Spring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the south, 
Recalls the first. All, to reflourisb, fades ; 
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As in t wheel, all siokst to re-ascend. 
Emblems of Man, who passes, not expires. 

With this minute distinction, emblems just. 
Nature reTolves, but man advances ; both 
£temal, that a circle, this a line; 
That graritates, this soars. Th» aspiring soul 
Ardent and tremulous, like flame, ascends ; 

^ Zeal, and humility, her wings to Heaven. 

" The world of matter, with its various form9, 
^1 dies into new life. Life born from Death 
Rolls the vast mass, and shall for ever roU. 
Ko single atom, once in being, lost, 
With cnange of counsel charges the Most High. 

What hence infers Lorenzo ! Can it he 
Matter immortal t And shall spirit die ? 
Above the nobler, shall less nohle rise ? 
Shall man alone, for whom all else revives, 
No resurrection know ? Shall man alone. 
Imperial roan ! be sown in barren ground, 
Jjess privileged than grain, on which be (etiki 
Is manj in whom alone is power to prize 
The bliss of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the spleen of Fate, 
Severely doom'd Death's single ufiredcem'd? 

If Nature's revolution speaks aloud, 
In her gradation, hear her louder siill. 
Look Nature through, 'tis neat gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her scale ascends ! 
Each middle Nature joio'd at each extreme, 
To that above it .joinM, to that beneath, 
Parts, iirto parts reciprocally shot, 
Abhor divorce : What love of union rdgns ! 
Here, dormant matter -waits a call to life ; 
Half liflB, half-death, join there; here, life and sense: 
There, sense from reason steals a glimm'ring ray : 
Reason shines out in man. But how preserved 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life? thw^o realms of bliss 
Where death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half immortal .' earthy, part; 
And part ethereal ; grant the soul of man 
Eternal : or in man the series enda. 
Wide yawns the gap ; connection is no more; 
Check'd Reason halts; her next stop wants support; 
Striving to climb, «he tumbles from her =:chounf ; 
A scheme Analop-y pronounc'd so tru<i ; 
Analogy, man's surest ^uidc bcloi\. 
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Thus ftr, all Nature calls on thy belief. 

And will Lorenzo, careless of the call, 

Talse attestation on all nature cbarre. 

Rather than violate his league witbDeath t 

RaaKMiBoe hto reason, rather than renounce 

The dust beloT*d, and run the risk of Heaven ! 

O what ind^nity to deathless souls 1 

What treason to the majesty of man! 

Of nma ianmortal ! Hear the lofty style : 

" If so decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 

^ Let earth dissfrive, y<xi p<»id*rou8 orbs descend, 

** And grind ub into dust : The soul is safe; 

'* The man emerges ; mounts aboye the wreck, 

** As toW*ring flame ftom Natiu*c*8 (Un*ral pyre : 

** O'er doTastation, as a gainer smiles; 

** His charter, his inviolable rigiits, 

•* Well-plea8*d to learn from Thunder's impotence, 

** Death*8 pointless darts, and Hellas defeated storms- ** 
But these chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo ! 

The glories of the world, thy sevenfold shield. 

Other ambition than of crowns in ab^ 

And superlunary felicities, 

Thy bosom warm. I'll cool it, if I can; 

And turn those glories that enchant, against thee. 

What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 
If wise, the cause that wounds thee is thy cure. 

Come, my ambitious ! let us mount togethf r 
(To mount Ijorenzo never can refuse ;) 
And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, ^ 
Ix»k down on earth. — What seest thou 1 Wondrous 
Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the skies, [things '• 
What lengths of hib<nir'd lands ! what loaded seas ! '^ 
Loaded by man, for pleasure, wealth, or war ! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into service brought, 
His art achnowleoge, and promote his ends. 
Kor can th' eternal rocks his will withstand; 
What levell'd mountains ! And what lifted vales ! 
O'er vales and mountains sumptuous cities swell, 
And gild our ]andsca[)e with their gUtt'ring spire*!. 
S<Mne mid the wond'ring waves ms^^tic rise ; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 
Far greater still ! (what camnot mortal might 1) 
See wide dominions ravish'd from the deep ; 
The narrow'rt deep with indignation foams. 
Or southward turn, to delicate, and grand ; 
The finer arts there ripen in the sun. 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Ascead th^ skiev ! the proud triumphal arch 
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Shows US half Heaven beneath its ai4|le kead. 
High thro' mid air, here, streams are tau^ftt to flow ; 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in baaeqs, sleep. 
Here, plains turn oceans : theve, v^t poeana j<^ 
Thro* kingdoms channeVd deep n*om shore to shore ; 
j4nd changM Creation takes its^cefron man. 
Beats thy brave breast for formidable scenes. 
Where fome and empire wait upon the sword t 
^e fields in blood; hear naval thunders rise; 
Britannia's voice ! that awes the world to peaee^ 
How yoD enormous mole projecting breaks 
The raid-sea, furious waves ! their roar anydst. 
Out-speaks the Deity, and says, ** O main ! 
*' Thus far, not fiirther : new restraints obey.** 
Earth's disembowel'd ! measured are the skies ! 
Stars are detected in their dftep recess ! 
Creation widens ! vanquished Mtvre yiekb4 
Her secrets are extorted ! Art prevails ! 
What monument irf* genius, spirit, power ! 

And now, Lorenzo, raptur'd at this scene, 
Whose dories render Heaven superfluous ! say. 
Whose footsteps these ?— ImmcMtals have been berea 
Could less than souls impiortal this have done t 
Earth*8 cover'd o'er with proofe of souls immortal; 
And prooh of immortality forgot 

To flatter thv grand fbible, I ccmfcss. 
These arymbition's works : and these are great : 
But this, fte least immortal spuls can do : 
Transcend them all.— But what can these traoseendT 
Dost ask me, What?— One $igh for the distrest 
What then for infidels ? & deeper sigh. 
•' 'Tls moral grandeur niakes tbe mighty man: 
How little they, who think aught great below ! 
AU oiu* ambitions Death defeats, but e«e: 
And that it crowns. — Here cease we : But ere long. 
More powerful proof shall take the field against theft* 
gtronfcr than Death, and ssullog at the tomb. 
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At w« are at iw with the power, it were well if 
iM were at war with the maimers, ot France. A land 
of leTity is a land of guilt. A serious mind is the 
BatiTe soil of every Tirtue, and the single character 
that does true honour to mankind. The soul's ia* 
mortality has been the AiTOurite theme with the se- 
rious of all ages. Nor is it strange: it is a sul^et by 
ftr the meet int^esting and important that can enter 
the mind of man. Of highest moment ttiis subject 
always was, and always will be. Yet this its highest 
moment seems to admit of increase, at this day ; a 
aort ot occasional importance is superadded to the 
natural weight of it; if that opinion which is advanced 
in the Preface to the .preceding Night, be just. It 
is there soppoeed that all our infidels, whatever 
aebeme. for argument*s sake, and to keep themselves 
in countenance, they patronise, are betrayed inte 
their deplorable error, by some doubt of thehr kn- 
mortidity at the bottom. And the more I consider 
tliia point, the more I am persuaded of the truth of 
that opinion. Though the distrust of a futurity is a 
8trai^e«rror; yet it is an ^ror, into which bad men 
may naturally be distressed. For it is impossible to 
Ud defiance to final ruin, without some refuge in 
imaginaticm, vme presumption of escape. And what 
fMi«mptioii Is there 1 There are but two in nature : 

Digitized by ClOOglC 



ID4 preface: 

but two wrthiA tbe corapan of bumai^ thought : and 
these are— That either God will not, ot caimot punish. 
Considerhis the divine attributes, the irst ia too 
gross to be digested by our strongest wishes. And, 
smce Omnipotence is as much a divine attribute* as 
holiness, that God cannot punish, is as absurd a suppo- 
tion as tbe former. God certainly can punish, as loi% 
as wicked men exist In non-existence, therefoce, 
is their only refuge : and consequently, nfm-exlsteiiee 
is their strongest wish. And strong wishes h&ve a 
strange influence on our opinions ; they bifiis the Judg- 
ment in a manner almost incredible. And since on 
this member of their altematiTet there are some very 
small appearances in their fkvour, and ncme at all oa 
tbe other, they catch at this reed, they lay h<ad antMs 
chimera, to save themselves Arom tbe shock and homw 
of an mime<fiate and absolute despair. 

On reviewing my sutoect, by the light which this ar* 
gtmient, and others of like teodentfy, threW t^ion it, L 
was more inclined thm ever to pursue it, as it appear- 
ed to ne to strike directly at the main root of all our 
infidelity. In the fo&owing pages it is, accordingly, 
pursued at large ; tai some arguments for inmortali- 
ty, new (at least to me) are vratured <m m them. 
There also the -writer has made an attenqtt to set tha 
gross absurdities and horrors of annihilation ia a foler 
and more affecting view, than is, I think, to be met 
with elsewhere. 

Tlie gentienaen for whose sake this attempt was 
chiefly made, profess great admiration for the wisdom 
of heathen antiquity ; what pity it is they are not sin- 
cere ! If they were sincere, how would it luortjtf 
them to eoDsider with what contempt and abhorrence 
their notions would have been receited, by tiiess 
whom they so much admire ! What d^ree ot con- 
tempt and abhorrence would fidl to their share, nay 
be conjectured by tbe following matter of fret, in my 
opinion, extremely memoraUe. Of all theb heatbeB 
worthies, Soorates, it is well known, was the most 
Sttirded, dispassionatei and compoeed : yet this great 
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■■ster of temper was angry; and angry at his lait 
feour! and angry with his friend; and angry for what 
deserved acknowledgement ; angry for a right and ten- 
der instance of true friendsfaSp toward him. Is no^ 
this surprising ? What could be the cause ? The cause 
was for his honour; it was atraly noble, tbengb, per- 
hap6« a too punctilious regard for immortality : fbr bis 
friend asking bim, with such an affectionate concern 
as became a friend, ** Where be should deposit bis 
reflviins t*^ it was resented by Socn^es ; as implying a 
dJBbooourable suppositioB, that be could be so mean, 
as to have regard for any thing, even in himself, that 
was notimmortaL 

Tills fact, well considered, would make ow infidels 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates; or make 
them endearour, by their imitatioo of this illustrious 
example, to share his gkiry ; a«d consequently, it 
would incline them .K^ peruse the following pages witb 
candour and impartiality: which is all 1 desk^; and 
that, for their sakes : for I am persuaded, that an un- 
prejudiced infidel must, necessarily, receive seme ad- 
vantageous impres^ioaB^firem them. 

July 7, 1744. 
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Beuc Ihe Second Fart of 
THE INFIDEL R£CIiAlMC9. 

OOHTAINUia 

Tht Nature, Frotf, mid Iw^^wUmu qf IummtaJLUrf. 



HiLAv*« gives the needfiiU but neglected call. 
What day, what hour, but knocks at human hearti 
To wake the soul to senoe of fUtui-e scenes ? 
Deaths stand, like Mercuries, in ev'ry way ; 
And kindly point us to our joumey*s end. 
Pope, who couldst make immortals; art thou dead ? 
I fjve thee joy : nor will I take m v leave ; 
80 soon to foHow. Man but dives in death ; - 

Dives from the sun, in fairer day to rise ; 
The grave, his subterranean road to bliss. 
Yes, infinite indulgence planned it ao; 
Tliro* various parts our glorious story runs ; 
Time gives the preface, endless age imrolls 
The volume (ne*er unroH'd !) of human fate. 

This, earth and skies* already have proclaim*d» 
The world's a prophecy of world's to come; 
And who, what God foretels (who speaks in things 
Still louder than in words) shall dare deny ? 
If nature's argumuits appear too weak, 

'I II —————— I I H I I | 1 

* Night the SixOi, 
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Turn * new leaf, and itroncerread in man. 
If man sleeps ont untaughtby what be seei> 
Can he prore infidel to what be feels ? 
He, whose blind thought ftiturity denies, 
Uneonscious bears, BeUerophon ! like thee. 
His own indictment; be condemns himself; 
Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life ; 
Or, Nature there, imposing on her sons. 
Has written fables ; man was made a He. 

Why discontent for ever harboured there t 
Incurable c<nisumption of our peace ! 
Resolve me, why, the cottager, and king. 
He, whom searaever'd realms obey, and he 
Who steals his whole dominion from the waste, 
Repelling winter blasts with mud and straw. 
Disquieted alike, draw sigh for sigh. 
In fate so distant, in complaint so near ? 

Is it^ that things terrestrial can*t content? 
Deep m rich pasture, will th;r flocks complain ? 
JSiot so ; but to their master is denied 
To share their sweet serene. Mao, ill at eaBe» 
In this, not his own place, this foreign field. 
Where Nature fodders him with other food 
Than was ordain*d his cravings to sufllce, 
Poor in abundance, fomisb*d at a feast, 
Sighs on for something more, when most enjoyed. 
Is heav*n then kinder to thy flocks than thee f 
Not so ; thy pasture richer, but remote ; 
In part remote; for that remoter part 
Man bleats from instinct, tho*, perhaps d^iauch^d 
By sense, his reason sleeps, nor dreams the cause. 
The cause how obvious, when his reason wakes ! 
His grief is but his grandeur in disguise ; 
And discontent is immortality. 

Shall sons of ether, shall the blood of heav*n, 
Set up their hopes on earth, and stable here, 
With brutal acquiescence in the mire? 
Lorenzo, no ! thev shall be nobly pain*d ; 
The glorious foreigners, distrest, shall sieh 
On thrones ; and thou congratulate the sigh : 
Man's misery declares him bom for bliss : 
His anxious heart asserts the truth I sing. 
And gives the Sceptic in his head the lie. 

Our heads, our hearts, our passions, and our pow^r&» 
Fpeak the same language ; call us to the skies : 
Unripen*d these in this inclement clime, 
Hcnree rise above con^cture, and mistake; 
And for tbis land of trifles those too strong 
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Tumultuous rise, and tempest human life : 

What prize on earth can pay us for the storm ? 

Meetolgects for our passions heav'n ordained. 

Objects that challenge all their fire, and leave 

No fault but in defect : blest heay'n ! avert 

A bounded ardour for unbounded bliss ; 

O for a bliss unbounded ! for beneath 

A soul immortal, is a mortal joy. 

Hot are our pow'rs to perish immature ; 

But, after feeble effort here, beneath 

A brighter sun, and in a nobler soil, 

Transplanted from this sublunary bed, 

Shall flourish flur, and put forth all their Uoont* 

Reason progressive, instinct is complete; 
Swift instinct leaps ; slow reason feebly climbs. 
Brutes socm their zenith reach; their little all 
Flows in at once; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Were man to live coeval with the sun. 
The patriarch pupil would be leaming^tilti 
Tet, dying, leave his lesson half-unlearnt. 
Men perish in advance, as if the sun 
Should set ere noon, in eastern oceans drowned ; 
If fit, with dim, iliustrious to compare. 
The sim*8 meridian, with the soul of man. 
To man, why, step-dame Nature ! so severe ? 
Whjr thrown aside thy nia<)ter-piece half wrou^t, 
While meaner e&orta thy last hand enjoy ? 
Or, if abortively poor man roust die. 
Nor reach, what reach lie might, why die in dread? 
Why curst with foresight? Wise to misery? 
Why of his proud prerogative the prey ? 
Why less pre-eminent in rank, than pain 1 
His immortality alone can tell ; 
Full ample fund to balance all amiss. 
And turn the scale in favour of the just '. 

His immortality alone can solve 
That darkest of enigmas, human hope; 
Of alt the darkest, if at death we die, 
Hope, eager hope,th* assassin of our joy. 
All present blessings treading under foot, 
Is scarce a milder tyraot than despair. 
With no past toils content, still piannii^ new, 
Hope turns us o'er to death alone for ease. 
Possession, why, more tasteless than pursuit? 
Why is a wish far dearer than a crown? 
That wish accomplished, why, the grave of Miss ? 
Because, is the great future bnried deep» 
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*Be7ead ourplaos of empire and renown, 

liles all that man with vdour should pursue ; 

And HE who made him bent him to the right. 
Man's heart th* Almighty to the future sets. 

By secret and inviolabte sinings ; 

AJid makes his hope his soolunarv joy. 

Maa*s bearteats all things, and is hungry still : 

^ More, more P' the glutton cries ; for something oew 

So rages appetite, if man can't mount, 

He will descend. He starves on the possest. 

Hence, the world's master, from ambition's spire f 

In C^>rea plimg'd ; and div'd beneath the brute. 

In that rank sty why waliow'd empire's son 

Supreme? Became he could no higher fly; 

His riot was aiirt»timi in despair. 
(Nd Rome consulted birds : Lorenso! thou. 

With more success, the flight of hope survey : 

Of restless hope, for ever on the wing. 

High pereh'd o'er ev^r^ thought that falcon aits, 
To fly at all that rises in her s^ht ; 

And, never stoopii^, bat to mount again 
N<ext moment, she betrays her aim's mistake, 
And owns her quarry loc^'d beyond the grave. 
There shdUld it fail us (it must fail us there. 

If being (ails) more mournful riddles rise. 

And virtue vies with hope in mjrsterjr. 

Why virtue? Where its praise, itsbeiug, fled? 

Vhrtue is true self-interest pursu'd : 

What true self-interest of quite mortal man t 

To close with all that makes him happy here. 

If vice (as sometimes) is our friend on earth. 

Then vice is virtue : 'tis our sov'reign good. 

In self-applause is virtue's golden prize : 

No self-applause attends it on thy scheme : 

Whence seif-applause t From conscience of the right. 

And what is right, but means of happiness 1 

No mean^ of happiness when virtue yields ; 

That basis £ailing, f^lls the building too. 

And lays in ruin ev'ry virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blameless heart, 
80 long revcr»d, so long reputed wise. 
Is weak ; with rank knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Why beats thy bosom with illustrious dreams 
Of self-exposure, laudable and great 1 
Of gallant enterprise, and glorious death ? 
Die for thy country ?— thou romantic fool ! 
Seize, seize the plank thyself, and let her sink : 
Thy country ! what to thee ?— The Godhead, what I 
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(1 speak with awe !)tbo* he sbouM bid tbem Ueed i 
1 r, with tky Mood, thy final hope Ib spUt, 
Nor can Oinnipoteflee reward the blow ; 
Be deaf; preserve thy being ; disobey. 

Nor is It disobedieoce : koowt IxMrenzo! 
Whate*er th' AlmirbtY's subsequent commaod. 
His first coffiinand 18 this— *' Maot love thyself.*^ 
In this aiooe, free scents are not free. 
Existenee is the basu , btiss the prize ; 
If virtue costs existeneef 'tis a crime ; 
Bold violation of our law supreme. 
Black suicide ; tho* nations* which consult 
Their gam, at thy expense, resound applause^ 

Since virtue's recompense is doubtful here. 
If man dies wholly, weU may we demand. 
Why is man sufifared to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man eiuoin*d? 
Why to be good in vain, is man betray'd t 
Betray'd by traitors lodged in his own breast, 
fiy sweet complacencies from virtue felt? 
Wbj whispers Nature lies on Virtue's part ? 
Or if blind Instinct (which assumes the name 
Of sacred conscience) play the fool in mas. 
Why reason made accomplice in the cheat ? 
W^hy are the wise^^t lou(!est in her praise ? 
Can man by reason's beam be led astray t 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God ? 
^ioce virtue sometimes ruins us on earth. 
Or both are true ; or, man survives the grave. 

Or man survives the grave, or own, Lorenao^ 
Thy i'Oast supreme, a wild absurdity. 
Dauntless thy spirit ; cowarJs are thy scorn, 
♦irant man immortal, and thy scorn is Just. 
The man immortal, rationally brave. 
Dares rush on death— because he cannot die. 
But If manlo«es all, when life is lost, 
He lives a coward, or a tool expires. 
A dariu? infidel, (and such there are. 
From prliie, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 
Or pure hei-oical defect of tbouglit) 
Of nil earth's madmen, most deserves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renov.n'd 
For valour, virtue, science, all we love. 
And all «e praise ; for worth, whose noon-tide beao, 
Knabling us to think in higher style, 
Mends out- ideas of ethereal pow'rs ; 
Dream we, that lustre of the moral world 
G«»es out in stench, and rottennet* the cJese? 
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Wby was heirisetoknow, and warm to praise, 
And sU^uous in transcribe io bumaa lue» 
The mind Almi|ht7 1 could it be, that &te. 
Just when tbe Jioeameots begin to shine, 
And dawn, the ^ity should snatch the draught , 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The skies alarm, lest angels too mi^ht die ! 

If hnmaa souls, why not angelic too 
Extinguished 1 and a solitary God, 
O'er ghastly ruin, fimwoing flrom his throoe ! 
8hall we 'this moment gaze on God in man t 
Tbe next, lose man for OTer in the dust? 
From dust we disengage, or man mistakes ; 
And there, where least his judnnent fears a flaw. 
Wisdom and worth, how boldly he comm^dst 
Wisdom and worth are sacred nani^ ; revw^d, 
Wbere not embraced ! applauded^ ^ieified ! 
WhT not eoiiq)aa8ioB*d too t If spirits die, 
Both are Galamiti^, inflicted both, 
To make us Irat aaope wretched : wisdom's eye 
Aeute, for what? To spy more mberies ; 
And worth, so recompense, new-points their stkigs. 
Or man surmounts the grave, or gain is loss, 
And worth exalted, humbles us the more. 
Thnui--- .n L Hi.ifiii- ■ ^ ■:rii. rnikfii 

WcakDL.^. ,j.^; ..^L-u.t, ,^.'..^' L,i\j,_;.t.i:Lj,T 

^' Has virLUL-,th«n. nwiuys T' Vefl.,>oy^ dear bought. 
TiJli np>r SHJ itmzi in this impcrferL.H-HtGj 
Vittue, tiRfi vii-e^ aTe«t tteriial wir 
VIrluo'ia cfitnbat; 6n<i who Jit; his ftiT nmifeht Y 
Or fur pmc&rir^ub, or for ifimali reT*ar4l ! 
Who virtuelEseJr-rewai-dso tond rfisound, 
WouM Ufcerfejrree^aii^'flk here (/clsm, 
And virtus, while ttifiy conpliiDtnti betray. 
By f««Ule ttiolivea, ami ucrnithful ^artta. 
The rrown* tli' uufudJii^ imm-n, herFonl Inspireii 
^TLt Ihatn aitd that ali>f3u, cart t^mmtHrvail 
Tl]e IrfitJy^H Ircach'TiCdi und tue i/rt>T]d^i) lusatilta : 
On eiiirl.b''a poor pay our faoiiKli'd virtue dlea* 
TrutliiflrioriU'-iliUe ! Iflupitecifal! 
A fliyletKis preacL'd, or i Vcittflii-t belSeVd, 
In fUQD themfire i^c div^r the metre wb fcCfl 
Htav^n^a «jC;i>et stamp Lntr mi Immnrta! tnalte* 
IJivK ta the bnttom oT bb* Etml^the hwe 
S^uamininf all ; whatfnJwef Knowledge, love 
Ah 1i|^Ul, md heat^ es^eniial to tj^ blid, 
T hese to ti»e i miJ . Aistl * by , if sotUa eipirft '\ 
Hnw iitUe l<rvcly bcro T E*>w litUe feBOfm: 
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Smtll knowlecke we dig op with endtoM ton I 

And loT0 unfe%n*d may purchase perfect hate! 

Whv 8tarT*d, on earth, our angel-appetites ; 

WhUe brutal are indulged their fblsome fill t 

Were then capacities divine conferred, 

As a uMNsk diadem* tai savage spcHrt* 

Rank insult of our pompoua poverty* 

Which reaps but pain, from seeming claims so Aur?* 

In future age lies no redress? And shuts 

Sternity the door oo our complaint! 

If so, for what strange ends were mortals made? 

The w<Hr8t to wallow, and the best to weep: 

The man who merits most, must most con^laio : 

Can we conceive a disregard In heav*b. 

What the worst po^»etrale, at best endure ? 

This cannot be. To love, and know, in man 
Is boundless appetite, and boundless pow'r ; 
And these demonstrate boundless objects too^ 
Ot>)ects, powers, appetites, heav*n suits in all : 
Nor, nature thro*. e*er violates this sweet 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful string. 
Is man the sole exception from her laws ? 
Kternity struck off from human hope, 
(I speak with truth, but veneration too) 
ilfan Is a mooster* the reproach of heav*n, 
A stain, a dark impenetrable cloud 
On nature*e beauteous aspect : and deforms, . 
( Amazing blot I) deforms her with her lord. 
If such is man*s allotment, wtiaris heav*n? 
Or own the soul immortal, or Uaspfaeme. • 

Or own the soul immortal, or in vert 
All order. Oo, mock-majesty ! go, man ! 
And bow to thy superioca of the stall ; 
Thro* ev^ryseeoe of sense superior fiir; 
They graze the turf untill*d ; they drink the stream 
ITabrew'd, and ever ftall.and un-embitterM 
Withrdoiibts, fears, firuitless hopes, regrets, despair* ; 
MankiBd*s peculiar ! Reason's precious dow*r ! 
No foreign clime they ransack for their robes ; 
^€Bt brothers cite to the litigious bar; 
Their geod is good en^re, nmnlx*d, unmarr*d; 
They find a paradise in w^ry H^d, 
Oq boughs forbidden where no curses hang : 
Their ul, no more than strikes the sense ; onstretcbt 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : 
When the worst cones, it comes unfear*d ; one strike 
Begins, am) ends, their wo : they die but once i 
Ueit, incommnfllctbto ^riTalegft \ loir ir^Och 
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Froud man , who rules t^ ^obe, and reaite tbe stars, 
Philosopher, or hero, sighs in vain 

Account for this prerogative in brutes. 
No day, no glimpse of day to soWe the Imot, 
. But what beams on it from eternity. 
O sole, and sweet solution ! That unties 
The difficult, and softens tbe severe ; 
The cloud on nature's beauteous face dispels ; 
Restores bright order; casts the brute beneath ; 
And re-entbrones us in supremacy 
Of joyj e*en here : admit immortid life. 
And Tirtue is knight-errantry no more ; 
Each virtue brings in -band a golden dower, 
Far richer in reversion ; hope exults ; 
And though much bitter in our ciq> is thrown. 
Predominates, and gives the taste of heaven. 
O wherefore is the Deity so kind? 
Astonishing beyond astonishment ! 
Heaven our reward— For heaven enjoy'd below. 
Still unsubduM thy stubborn heart 1— For there 
The traitor lurks, who doubts the truths I sing* 
Reason. is guiltless; will alone rebels. 
What, in that stubborn heart, if I should find 
New, unexpected witnesses against thee "J 
Ambition, pleasure, and the love of gain ! 

Canst thou suspect, that these, which make tbe soul' 

The slave of earth, should own her heir of heaven? 

Canst thou suspect what makes us disbelieve 

Our immortality, should prove it sure t 
First, then, Ambition summon to the bar. 

Ambition's shame, Extravagence, Disgust, 

And inextingui6h«)le Natui e, speak. 

Each much deposes ; hear them In their turo. 
Thy souL how passicnmtely fond of fome ! 

How anxious that fond pa»3ion to conceal ! 

We blush, detected in designs on praise. 

Though for best d^ds, and from the best of aeft; 

And why 1 Because immortal. Art divine 

Has made tbe body tutor to the soul ; 

Heaven kindly gives our Wood a moral flow \ 

Bids it ascend the glowing cheek, and there 

Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim. 

Which stoops to court a character from iran; 

WMle o'er xis in tremendous judgments sit, . 

Far more t|nm man, with endless praise ftnd bttmec 
Ambition's boundless appetite outsneaks 

The verdict of its shame. When souls take fir* 

At hi^ presumptions of their own desert, 

Digitized by ClOOgle 



Hi THE COMPLAINT. mgU Vil 

Out axe is poor applause ; the mighty ihoat. 

The thunder by the liviDs few begun, 

Late time muRt echo ; worlds unborn, reaoood. 

We wiih our names eternally to live : 

Wild dream \ which ne'er had haunted bamui tbom^t, 

Had not our natures been eternal too. 

Instinct points out an int^est in hereafter; 

But our Uind reason sees not where it Uea ; 

Or seeioff, gives the substance for the shade. 

Fame is the shade of immortality, 
And in itself a shadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn*d ; it shrinlu to nothing in the grasp 
Consult th* ambitious, His ambitloD*8 cure. 
•* And is this aU V cried Cesar at his height. 
Disgusted. This third proof ambition bnofii 
Of immortality. The first in feme, 
Observe him near, your envy will abate : 
S<ham'd at the disproportion vast, between 
The passion, and the purchase, he wiU sigii 
At such success, and blush at his renown. 
And why ? Because fhr richer prize invitea 
His heart ; far more illustrious ^ory calls; 
It calls in whispers, yet the dearest hear. 

And can Ambition a fourth proof supply? 
It can, and stronger than tlie rormer three ; 
Yet quite o*er)oolc*d by some reputed wtee. 
Though disappointments in ambition pain. 
And though success disgusts ; yet still, Lorenzo ! 
In vain we strive to plucic it from our hearts ; 
By nature planted for the noblest enda. 
Absurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus given 
More praised than ponder'd ; specious, but tmaouad : 
Sooner that hero's sword the world bad quell'd. 
Than reason, his ambitira. Man must soar. 

An obstmate activity within. 
An insuppresslve spring, will toss him op, 
In spite of fortune's load. Not Icinga aldae. 
Each villager has his ambition too; 
No Sultan prouder than his fetter*d slave : 
Slaves build their little Babylons of straw. 
Echo the piood Assyrian, in their hearts. 
And cry,—" Behold the wonders of my m%bt J" 
And why 1 Because iounortal as their Lord ; 
And Rouls immortal must for ever heave 
At Mmetbing great, the glitter, or the gdd; 
The praise of mortals, or the praise of Heavfl. 

Nor absolutely vain is human praise, 
When human is supported by diviae. 
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I*U introduce Lorenzo to bimself : 

Pleasure and Pride (bad masters !) share our bearts. 

As love of pleasure is ordain*d to guttrd 

And feed our bodies, and extend our race; 

The loTe of praise is planted to protect 

And propagate the glories of the mind. 

What is it, but the love of praise, inspires, 

Matures, refines, embellishes, exalts, 

Earth*8 happiness? From that, the delicate, 

The grand, the marvellous, of civil life. 

Want and convenience, under-workers, lay 

The basis, on which love of glory builds. 

Kor is thy life, O virtue ! less in debt <- 

To praise, thy secret stimulating friend. 

Were man not proud, what merit should we miss. ' 

Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 

Praise is the salt that seasons right to man, 

And whets his appetite for moral good. 

Thirst of applause is virtue*s second guard; 

Reason, her first; but reason waits an aid ; 

Our private reason is a flatterer ; 

Thirst of ^>plau8e calls public judgment in, 

To poise our own, to keep an even scale, 

And give endangered virtue fairer play. 

Here a fifthproof arises, stronger still : 
Why this so mce constructicHi of our hearts 1 
These delicate moralities of sense ; 
This constitutional reserve of aid 
To succour virtue, when our reason foils ; 
If virtue, kept alive bv care and toil, 
And, oft, the mark of n^juries on earth. 
When labour*d to maturity (its bill 
Of disc^lines, and pain, unpaid) must die? 
Why freighted rich to dash agamst a rock ? 
Were man to perish when roost fit to live, 
O how mis-«pent were all these stratai^ems. 
By skill divme inwoven in our frame ? 
Where are heaven's holiness and mercy fled ? 
Laughs heaven, at once, at virtue, and at man I 
If not, why that di8courag*d, this destroyM? 

Thus hr ambition. What says Avarice ? 
This her chief maxim, which has long been thine : 
•« The wise and wealthy are the same."— I grant it 
To store up treasure, with incessant toil. 
This is man's province, this his highest praise. 
To this great end keen Instinct stings him on. 
To guide that instinct. Reason ! is thy charge ; 
*Tia tbiiift to tell vs where trua treasure lies ; ■ . 
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But, reason failing to diseterce her trust, 

Or to the deaf dischtrpoK it in vain, 

A blunder follows ; and blind industry, 

Gall'd by the spur, but stranger to the course, 

(The course where stakes of more than gold are moo) 

Overloading, with tlie cares of distant age, 

The jaded spirits of the oresenthour, 

Providea for an eternity below. 

'* Thou Shalt not covet,** is a wise command ; 
But bounded to the wealth the sun survejra : 
l<ook farther, the command stands quite revers'd, 
And av'ricc is a virtue most divine. 
Is foith a refuge for oinr happiness 1 
Most sure : and b it not for reason too ? 
Nothing this world unricklles, but the next 
Whence inextinguishable thirst of gain t 
Vrom inextinguishable life in man : 
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the skies. 
Had wanted wing to fly so far in guilt. 
J^our grapes, I grant, uobition, avarice : 
Yet still their root is immortality. 
These its wild growths so bitter, and so base, 
/Pain and reproach !) religion can reclaim, 
Refine, exalt, throw down their poi8*nou8 lee. 
And make them sparkle in the bowl of bliss. 

See the third witness laughs at bliss remote, 
And falsely promises an Eden here : 
Truth she shall speak for once, though prone to iie^ 
A common clieat, and Pleasure is her name. 
To pleasure never was Iiorenso deaf; 
Then hear her now, now first thy reaffriend. 

Since mture made us not more fond than proud 
Of happiness (whence hypocrites in joy ! 
IVIakers of mirth ! artificers of smiles !) 
Why should the joy most poignant sense afibrdi, 
Burn us with blushes, and rebuke our pride ?— 
Those heav*n-born blushes tell us man descends, 
E*en in the zenith of his earthly bliss : 
Should reason take her mfidel repose. 
This honest hstinct speaks our Iraeage high ; 
This instinct calls on darkness to conceal . 
Our rapturous relation to the stalls. 
Our glory covers us with noWe shame. 
And he that's unconfounded, is unmann'd. 
The man that blushes, is not quite a brute. 
Thus nir with thee, Lorenzo ! will I close. 
Pleasure is good, and man for pleasure made; 
But pleasure ftiU of gloiy, as of joy ; 
Pleasure, which neither blushes nor expires! 
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The witnesses are heaid; the cause is o'er ; 
"Let conscience file the sentence in her court, 
Dearer than deeds that half a reahn convev : 
Thus, seal'd by truth, th' authenUc record rung. 

•» Know all: know, infideb— unapt to know^ 
" 'Tis immortality your nature solves; 
" »Tis immortality deciphers man, 
•* And opens all the mysteries of his make. 
•* Without it, half his instincts are a riddle: 
** Without it, all his virtues are a dream. 
" Hie very crimes attest his dignity; 
" His sateless thirst of pleasure, gold, and flune, 
•* Declares him born for blessings infinite : 
**" What less than infinite, makes unabsurd 
** Passions, which all cm earth but more inflames t 
**■ Fierce passions, so mismeasur^d to this sceoet 
»« Stretch'd out, like eaglets wines, beyond our neet,- 
•* Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 
*' For earth too large, presage a nobler flight, 
" And evidence our title to the skies." 

Ye gentler theologues, of calmer kind ! 
Whose constitution dictates to your pen. 
Who, cold yourselves, think ardour comes from hell ! 
Think not our passions from corruption sprung. 
Tho' to corruption now they lend their wings; 
That is their mistress, not their mother. AJi 
(And justly) reason deem divine: I see, 
I feel a grandeur in the passions too, 
Which speaks their high descent, and glonouq^^Bd , 
Which speaks them rvys of an eternal fire. 
In Paradise itseif they burnt as strong, 
£re Adam fell ; tho' wiser in their aim. 
liike the proud Eastern, struck by Providence, 
What tho' our passions are run mad, and stoop 
WithJow, terrestrial appetite, to graze 
On trash, on toys, dethroned £rom high desire 1 
Yet still, thro^ their disgrace, a feeble ray 
or greatness shines, and tells us whence they fell : 
But these (like that fall'n monarch when reclaimed) 
When reason moderates the rein aright. 
Shall re-ascend, re-mount their former sphere. 
Where on^c they soar'd illustrious ; ere seduc'd 
By wauton Eve's debauch, to stroll on earth, 
And set the sublunary world on fire. 

But grant their frenzy lasts ; their frenzy fails 
To disappoint one providential end, 
For T, hioh heav'a hlevr up ardour in our hearts : 
Were reason silent, boundless passion speaks 
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A ftitnre MtM of bonnilless ol^ts too, 

And briogs ctad tidings of eternal day. 

Eternal day ! *Tis thatenliglitens all; 

And all, by tliat enlightened, proves it sure^ 

Consider onn as an immortal being* 

Intelligible all ; and all k great; 

A crystalline transparency prevails. 

And strikes ML lostre thro* the human sphere, 

Consider mm as mortal, all is dark. 

And wretched: reason weeps at the survey. 

The leam*d Lorenxo cries, ** And let her weep, 
** Weak, modem reason ; ancient times were wise. 
♦♦ Authority, that venerable guide, 
*^ Htands on my part; the fam'd Athenian porch 
** (And who for wisdom so renowned as they ?) 
** Denied this immortality to man.** 
I grant it ; but aflirm they provM it toa 
A riddle tab !— Have patience; 1*11 explain : 

What noble vanities, what moral flights, 
6iitt*ringthro* their romantic wisdom*s page. 
Make us, at once, despite them, andadmve ! 
Fable is flat to these high-8easOD*d sires ; 
They leave th* extravagance of song below. 
** Flesh shall not feel ; or, feeling, shall enjoy 
** The dagger or the rack ; to them, alike 
*' A bed Groses, or the tmming bull.** 
In men exploding all beyond the grave, 
i^lrange doctrine, this !— As doctrine it was strange ( 
But not, as prc^heey ; for such it prov*d. 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfill*d : 
They feign*d a firmness Christians need not feign. 
The Cbristhm truly triumph*d in the flame; 
The Stoic s^^w, in double wonder lost, 
Wooder at them, and wonder at himself, 
To find the bold adventures of hb thought 
Kot bold, and that he strove to lie in vain, {that flew 
Whence, tben,those thoughtst those tow*ring thoughts , 
Such monstrous heights?— From instinct and (torn 
The glorious instinct of a deathless soul, [pride, 

Confusedly conscious of her dignity, 
Suggested truths they could not understand. 
In lust's dominion, and in passion*s storm, 
Truth's system broken, scatter'd fragments lay, 
(As light in chaos, ^imm'ring thro* the gloom :) 
Smit with the pomp of lofty sentiments, 
Weas'd pride proclaim'd, what reason disbeliev*il. 
Pride, like the Delphic priestess, with a swell, 
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RaVd nonsense, dettki^d to be Aiture sense, 
When lifSe immOTUl in full day should shine ; 
AdQ death's dark shadows fly the gospel sun. 
Tbev spoke, what nothing' but immortal souls 
Could speak; snd thus the truth they queetion'd, 

Can then absurdities, as well as crimes, [proved. 
Speak man immortal 1 All things speak him so. 
Much has been urg'd ; and dost thou call for more ? 
Call ; and with endless questions be distrest, 
All unresolvable, if earth is all. 

^ Why life, a moment ; infinite desire ! 
" Our wish, eternity 1 Ourh(Mne, the grave! 
** Heaven's promise dormant lira in human hope ; 
** Who wishes life immortal, proves it too. 
** Why happiness pursued, tho' never found? 
**- Man's thirst of happiness declares it is, 
** (For nature never gravitates to noiu^ht :) 
** That thirst, unquench'd, declares it » not here. 
•* My Lucia, thj Clarissa, call to thought; 
•* Why cordial mendship riveted so deep, 
** As hearts to pierce at first, at parting, rend, 
** If friend and friendship, vanish in an hour? 
*^ Is not this torment in the mask of joy ? 
*' Why by reflection marr'd the joys of sense? 
** Why, past and future, preying on our hearts^ 
*• And putting all our present joys to death 1 
" Why labours reason ? Instinct were as well ; 
** Instinct, far better; what can choose, can err ; 
** O how infallible the thoughtless brute ? 
*' 'Twere well bis holiness were half as sure. 
** Reason with inclination, why at war ? 
*• Why sense of guilt? Why conscience up in anas?" 

Conscience of guilt, is prophecy of pain. 
And bosonft-counsel to decline the blow. 
Reason with inclination ne'er had jarfd. 
If nothing future paid forbearance here. 
Thus on — these, and a thousand pleas uncall'd, 
All promise, some ensure, a second scene; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearearfar 
Than all things else most certain ; were it false. 
What truth on earth so precious as the lie ? 
This world it gives us, let what will ensue ; 
This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope : 
fThe future of the present is the soul : 
How this life groans, when sever'd flrom the next ! 
Poor, mutilated wretch, that disbelieves ! 
By dirk mistruBt bis being cut hi two, 
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/lo both parts perishw; life void of Jof, J 
I Sad prelude of eternity in pain ! J^ 
\ Couldst thou persuade me, the next life could feJl 
Our ardent -wiabea ; boir should I pour out 
My bleeding beurt in anguish « new, as deep ! 
Oh ! -with what thoughts, thy hop6, and my despajr.. 
Abhorr'd ANNIHILATION ! Wasts the soul, 
And wide extends the bounds of buman wo ! 
Could I believe lKveazo*8 system true, 
la this Mack channel would my ravings run. 

«* Grief firom the future borrow*d peace, ere-wbile. 
*' The future vanished ! and the present paln*d ! 
'• Strange import of unprecedented ill ! 
** FaU.^ow profound ! like Lucifer's, the fall; 
^ Unequal fate t his foil, without his guilt ! 
" From where fond hope built her pavilicm high, 
** The gods am<nig, hurVd headkHig, huri*d at cuice 
'« To n%ht ! to nothing ! Darker still than night 
** If 'twas a dream, why w^e me, my worst fbe ! 
** Lorenzo ! boastful of the name of friend ! 
*» O for delusion ! O for error still! 
•' Could vengeance strike much stronger than to plant* 
*' A thinking being in a world like this, 
•* Not over-rich before, now benaFd quite ; 
*• More curst than at the fkU?-^he sun goee out ! 
" The thorns shoot up ! What thorns in ev^ thought !' 
»» Why sense of better 1 It embitters worse. 
*' Why sense? Why life ? If but to sigh, then sink 
«* To what I was ? Twice nothing ! and nnich wo t 
** Wo, from heaven's bounties! Wo from what was wont* 
*' To flatter meet, high intellectual pow'rs ! [scheme 
^ Thought, virtue, knowledge ! bfessings, by thy 
** All potsoD'd into pains. First, knowledge, cmce 
** My soul's ambition, now her greatest dread. 
•* To know myself, true wisdom!— No, to shwfe. 
** That shocking science, parent of de^air ! 
'« Avert thy mirror : if I see, I die. 

'* Know my Creator? Climb his blest abode 
*' By painful speculation, pierce the veil, 
** Dive in his nature, read his attrttmtes, 
** And gaze in adndration — on a foe 
*' intruding life, withholding happiness ! 
" From the Itill rivers that surround his throne, 
'* Nor letting fall one drop of joy cm man; 
" Man gasping for one drop, that be might cease - 
** To curse his hi th, nor envy reptiles more ! 
** Te sable clouds ! Te darkest shades of night ! 
'' Hide him, for ever hide him, from mx thought. 
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t! ^ce all my comfert ; rource* and soul of joy ! 

- kJ»«S^"J'^ J.»th furies and with thee* jSSnst me. 
it ^ * ^ H^ achievements ? Study his renown "^ 

Contemplate this amazing universe, 
« F^hCTf.iJt^.'*' T**^ miracles replete ! 

m 7*?' • ^^'<^ miradegof nobler name. 

10 find one miracle of misery ? 
!! * J^°** the being, which aione can knoir 
- T^Ei?,?K'^^ i*^ f *'''^*', * *^*®"*»'» «n his praise " 
. Tni**"/V'?"''® ^ ample range in thought to stroll 

R?«fh-'* V-S*^' *^ «'°^^« mourner there! * 
ZthT "^ ^^^^ '^*"*^ ^"''^ ♦*» P^S« «>d 

.. *rI.5*°.''i"SX^"^',""^ = and Shall virtue Share 
" J^® f*^^ ?^ knowledge ?-Virtue shares the sieh 
" S^ f *?;"^'^ T ^'^^ «^eP of excellent, ^ ' 

. 27k ^**"?^ ^'^u''^^*' ^"^' fro"» temptation won. 

!! ^?'*^ ,''*''**^ • «^" shuffled in the dark ' 
.! X;'*^.^.^ '^ ^'^^' «°^ swept to brutal dust "» 

Merit js madness ; virtue is a crime • 
.« A ^^^^ to reason, if it costs us pain 
u JiJ"P*K-^; Tfiatpaifl amidst a thousand more, 
Vt A?.*^"**' 1^ ™^^ abandonH after days 
*. *f *"««>ph o'er their betters, find m death 

AS soft a piltow, nor make fouler chv ! 

" Duty! Religion '-These, our duty done, 
" Imply reward. Religion is mistake. ' 

Duty ,--TI>ere'3 none, but to repel the cheat. 
.. Xfu*^V**^' ^''^y ' y® daughters of my pride ! 

Who fejgn yourselves the favourites of the skies ■ 
" Ye tow'rmg hopes t abortive energies f ' 

*i ^«*.^i?!^*^** struggle, in my lying breast, 

ro scale the skies, and buUd presumption there, 
** As I were heir of an eternity * 

«1 S^S'/*'" f ?i>5tions ! trouble me no more. * 
* Why travel far in cjuest of sure defeat " 

Asboundedaa ray being be my wish. 
" All IS inverted, wisdom is a fool. 
" Sense/ take the rein; blind passion ! drive us on- 
J And, Ignorance ! belViend us on our way • 
" Ye new, but truest patrons of our peace ! 
*! Ye^ • give the pulse full empire ; live the brute. 

Since as the brute, we die. The sum of man, 
*' Of god-ljke man ! to revel, and to- rot. 



♦ Lortnzo, 
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" Bnt not OD equal terma with otker bnttw -^ 
<< Their revels a anore poigaant niUsh yield, 
* And safer too; tfaef uever poisom choose. 
•' iDstiiictf than reason, makes more wholesome meab> 
<' And sends all-marring nturmur for away. 
** For sensual life they best philosophize ,- 
*« Theirs, that serene, the sages sought in vain : 
'* *Tis man alone expostulates with heav*n; 
•' His, all the pow'r, and ail the cause, to motm. 
** Shall human eyes alone d^olve m tears 1 
** And bleed, in anguish, none but human hearts ? 
** The wide-stretch'd reidm of intellectual wo, 
*' Surpassing sensual far, is ail our own. 
»« In life so fatally dlstinguish'd, why 
<• Cast in one lot, confounded, lumpt in death ? 

** Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt ? 
" Why thundered this peculiar claose against us, 
•' AH mcvtal and all-wretched ?--Have the skies 
'* Reasons of state their subjects may not scan, 
" Nor humbly reason, when they sorely sigh? 
** All-mortal and all wretched ! — ♦Tis too much; 
•» Unparallerd in nature: 'Tis too much; 
*^ On being unrequested at tby bands^ 
*< Omnipotent ! for I see nought but pow'r. 

•• And why see that? Why thought' To toll and 6at, 
>( Then make our bed in darkness, needs no thought 
'' What supfTfluities are reasoning souls ? 
»• O give eternity ! or thought destroy. 
«• But without thought our curse were half unfelt; 
«« Its blunted edge would spare the throbbing heatt; 
♦' And therefore, 'tis bestow'd. I thank thee, Rea8(ft» 
*•' Tor aiding life's too small calamities, 
** And giving being to the dread ef death.. 
•* 8uch are thy bounties !— Was it then too much 
•« For me to trespass on the brutal rights ? 
<« Too much for beavni to make one emmet mor«? 
«< Too much for chaos to permit my mass 
•* A longer stay with essences unwrought, 
♦• Unfashion^d, untormented into man! 
** Wretched preferment to this round of pdos ! 
" Wretched capacity of frenzy, thought ! 
«• Wretched capacity of dying, life ! 
*• Life, thought, worth, wisdom, all {O foul revolt!) 
« Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

«' Death, then, nas changed its nature too. O death ! 
" Come to my bosom, thou best gift of heav'o ! 
«' Best (yiend of man ! since man is man no mor«. 
*« Why ia tUi thorny wild^riMf lo lo«g, 
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** Since tli6i«% BO proraisM Iwd's ambrosial b(m*r, 
*• To pay me with itt honey for my stings ? 
** If needful to the selfish schemes of heaven 
' * To sting us sore, why mocked our misery ? 
^ Why this so sunmtuous insult o'er our beads ? 
*» Why this illustrious canopy displayed? 
** Why so fliagnificently lodg'd despair 1 
*» At stated periods, sure-returaingf roll 
•* These florious orbs, that mortals may compute 
** Their length of labours, and of pains; nor lote 
** Their misery's fuU measure ?— Smiles with flowers . 
'* And fruits, promiseuous,ever teeming earth, 
•• That man may languish, in luxurious scenes, 
«• And in an Eden mourn his witherM joys ? 
** Claim earth and skies man^s admiration, due 
<* For such delights t Blest animals ! too wise 
•• To wonder : and too bapi^ to complain ! 

«* Our doom deczeed demands a mournful scene; 
** Why not a dungeon dark^ for the condemned, 
** Why not the dragcm^s subterraneous den, 
«* For man to bowl in ? Why not his abode 
" Of the same dismal colou* with his fiite 1 
*• A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast expense 
" Of time, toil, treasure, art, for owls and adders, 
^ As congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome, 
** Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high 
** If, fV«m her humble chamber in the dust, [desire ; 
** While proud thought swells, and high desire inflames, 
^* The poor worm calls us for her inmates th^e ; 
*^ And, round us, death^s inexorable hand 
*^ Draws the daric curtain dose ; undrawn no more. 
" Undrawn no more !— Behind the cloud of death, 
** Once, I beheld a sun; a sun which gilt 
*' That si^le clovd, and turned it all to gold : 
«* How the grave's altered ! Fathomless, as hell ! 
" A real beUto those who dreamt of heav'n. 
** Annihilation ! how it yawns before me ! 
*^ Next moment I may drop from thought, fiwm seflse« 
" The privilege of angels, and of worms, 
" Aa outcast Crom exKtence ! and this spirit, 
^* This all-pervading, this ail-conscious soul, 
•• This particle of energy divine, 
" Which travels nature, flies from star to star, 
•* And visits gods, and emulatea th^r powers, 
** For ever is extinguish'd. Horror ! Death ! 
•♦ Death of that death I fearless once survey'd !— 
** When horror usiverBal shall descend, 



Digitized by UOOgle 



^94 TBI: COMFLAlKr. SfigU F^IT, 

" And heaven*! dark conoaTe urn all hamanTaee, 

" On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 

"■ How just this verse ! this monumental aighr* 

Smtalh ihi lumber qfdemolisKd worlds^ 
Deep in the rubbish qf Uu general nredct 
Snept igjumiinious to the common mass 

Sfmatteri never dignified with life, 
ertlie proud rationals ; the sons qfheav*n t 
The lords of earth! The property qf norms ! 
Beings nfystetdajf^ and no tO'-morron f 
ff'ho liv^d in terror^ iuid in pangs espit^d I 
Ml gone to rot in chaos: or^ to make 
Their happn transit into blocks or bruterr 
If or longer svUy their Creator's name. 

Lorenzo, bear, pause, ponder, and pnnousee. 
Ju»t is this history ! If such is man, 
Mankind's historian, though divine, might weep : 
And dares Lorezo smile ? — I know thee proud : 
For once let pride befriend thee ; pride looks pale 
At such a seene, and sighs for something more. 
Amid thy boasts, presumptions, and displays, 
And -art thou then a shadow ? Less tlnn shade ! 
A nothing! less than nothing 1 To have been. 
And not to be, is lower than unborn. 
Art thou ambitious? Why then make the worm 
Thine equal? Runs thy taste of pleasure high? 
Why patronise sure death of ev'ry joy? 
Charm riches? Why choose begg'ry in thegrav^, 
Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt ! and for ever? 
Ambition, pleasure, avarice, persuade thee 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 
They* lately prov'd thy soul's supreme desire. 

What art thou made of ? Rather how unmade? 
Great Nature's maater-appetite destroy *d! 
Is endless life, and happiness, despas'd f 
Or both wish'd, here, where neither can be found ? 
Such man's perverse, eternal war with heav'n? 
Dai''st thou persist? And is there nought on earth. 
But a long train of transitory forms, 
Risiog and breaking millions in an hour? 
Bubbles of a fantastic deity, blown up 
In sport, and then in cruelty destroy'd ? 



^ JntheSiMhffigl^ 

Digitized by Google 



THE HfFlDEL RECLAIMED. I2A 

CH» ! for what dritne, unmereifti] Ix)reDZO i 
Jestroys thy scheme the whole of humao race ? 
JKuid IS fell Lucifer, compvM to thee : 
Oh ! sijare this waste of being half-divine- 
^nd vindicate th* economy of heav*n. * 

Heav'o is all love; alt joy in giving joy : 
It never had created, but to bless : 
JiDd shall it, then, strike off the list of life, 
A being blest or worthy so to be ? 
Heav'n starts at an annihilating God. . 

Is that, all Nature starts at, thy desire t 
Art such a clod to wish thyself all clay f 
What is that dreadful wish ?— The dying groa« 
W nature, murder'd by the blackest guilt 
What deadly poison has thy nature drank ? 
To nature undebauch^d no shock so great; 
irature*8 first wish is endless happiness : 
Annihilation is an after-thought, 
A monstrous wish, unborn tiS virtue dies. 
And ob, what depth of horror lies inclosM J 
For noo-existence no man ever wishM, 
But, drst, he wish'd the Deity destroy'd. 

If so; what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy picture true ? The darkest are too fair. 
Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of desperation, by what fury's aid, 
In what infernal posture of the soul, 
All bell invited, and all hell in joy 
At such a birth, a birth so near of kin. 
Did thy foul fancy whelp so black a scheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown. 
And deities begun, reduc'd to dust ? 

There's nought (thou say*8t) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble essences, tumultuous driven 
Through time's rough billows into night's abyss. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin, 
Is there no rock, on which man's tossing thought 
Can rest from terror, dare his fate survey. 
And boldly think it something to be homi 
Amid such hourly wrecks of being fair, 
Is there no centnsJ, aU-sustainingM^e, 
All realizing, all coDnectin<!: power, 
Which, as it call'd forth all things, can recall. 
And force destruction to refund her spoil 1 
Command the grave restore her taken prey ? 
Bid death's dark vale its human harvest yields 
And earth, and ocean, pay their debt of maB, 
True to tb9 $r«|d 4«pMit truii«a there ? 
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b there no potentste. whose eiit-8ti«tcll*d aroii, 
When ripeoios tfane caUfi forth fh* appointed hour, 
PluckM trom foul deT«statioii*8 ramish^d maw. 
Binds present, past, and future, to his throne t 
His throne, how glorious, thus divinelr grac*df 
By germinating heings clustering round ! 
▲ garland worthy the Divinity ! 
A tb*^>ne, hy Heaven*a omnipotence in smilei* 
Built (Ulte a Pharos tow*riog in the waves) 
▲midst immense etTusions of his love ! 
▲n ocean of communicated Miss ! 

An all-prolific, all-preserving God ! 
This were a God indeed.— And such is man, 
As here presumed : he rises from his fkll. 
Thini(*st thou Omnipotence a nidced root. 
Each blOBsom fair of Deity destroy'd ? 
Nothing is dead; nay, nothing .<)leeps; each MMd, 
That ever animated human cmy, 
ITow wakes ; w on the wing : And where, O whei«» 
Will the swarm settle?— When the trumpet's call. 
As sounding brass, collects us, round heaven's thvOM, 
€onglob*d, we bask in everlasting day, ^ 

(Paternal splendour) and adhere for ever. ^ 

Had not the soul thn outlet to the skles» 
In this vast ve«el of the universe, 
Bow should we gasp, u in an empty void 1 r 

How in the pangs of tenish'd hope expire ! 

How bright my prospect shines ! How rloeny tkln^t 
A tremhling world ! and a devouring God ! 
Earth, but the shambles of Omnipoteoee 
Heaven's fhce all stainM with causeless i 
Of countless millions, bom to feel the pang 
Of being lest Lorenzo, can it be ? 
This bids as shudder at the tfaongfats of life. 
Who would be bore to such a phantom world 1 
Where nought substantial, but our misery! 
Where joy (if jor) but heightens our distrestf 
io soon to perish, and revive no more ? 
The greater sueh a Joy, the mm>e it pains. 
A world, so fer Arom great (and yet how great 
It shines to thee !) there's nothing real in it; 
Being, a shadow ! conseiousness a dream ! 
A dream, howdieadfM! Universal blank 
Before it, and behind! Poor man, a spark 
From non-existenoe struck by wrath divine, 
Olitt'rinf a moment, nor that moment sure. 
Midst upper, nether, end sncroiiading nSgU, 
Bis sad, sure, suddBa, mi g l Wi l towV r 
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Lorenzo, doet tbou feel ibme arsuBMats ? 
Or IS there nought but vengeance can be felt 2 
How hast tbou dar'd the Deity dethrone ! 
How dar*d iodict him of a wwld like this ♦ 
If such the world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is crime, but cause of misery ? 
Retract, Uaspbemer! and unriddle this, 
W endless ai:gumente, above, below, 
Without us, and within, the short result— 
•« If man*8 immortal, there's a God in heaven." 
^But wherefore such redundancy 1 such wast* 
Of argument! One sets my soul at rest ! 
One obvious, and at hand, and. Oh !— at heart 
»p just the skiett, Phiiaoder*s life so paia*d, 
Hj8 heart so pure ; that, or succeeding scenet 
Havepalms to give, or ne'er had he been bora. 

*• What an old tale is this {"Lorenzo cries. 
Isnuit this argumeat is old ; but truth 
gto years impair; and bad not this been true. 
Tbou never bad'st despis'd it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy soul ; and fable 
Ab fleetiug as thy joys : Be wise, nor make 
Heavea!s highest blessing, vengeance ! O be wise ! 
Aormalie a curse of immortality. 

Say, know'st thou what it is ? Or what thou art 7 
Xnow'st thou the importance of a soul immortal * 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worlds ! 
Amazing pomp ! Redouble this amaze ! 
Ten thousand add ; and twice ten thousand more • 
Then weigh the whole ; one soul outwe^^ them alL 
And csdls th' astonishing magnificeaee 
Of unintelligent creation poor,. 
war this, believe not me ; no man believe ;. 
Trust not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no le^ 
Than those of the Supreme ; nor his, a few ; 
Consult them all ; consulted, all proclaim 
Thy soul's importance : Tremble at thyself; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd so long : 
Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages ; from the birtiii 
Of nature to this unbelieving hour. 

la this small province of bis vast dcHnain 
CAll nature bow, while I pronounce his name!) 
What has God done, and not for this sole end. 
To rescue souls from death ? the soul's high price 
Ib writ in all the conduct of the skies. 
The soul's high price is the creation's key. 
Unlocks its mysteries, and naked lays 
Tke genttioe caip« of ov'ry d»ed divim : 
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That it the cbftin oCages, which oniiitaiBB 

Their obvious correspiMidence, and unitei 

Most distant periods m ooe blessM design : 

That, is the mighty binge, on which have tumM 

All rev(rtutions, whether we regard 

The nat'ral, civil, or religious world; 

The former two, but servants to the third : 

To that their duty done, they both expire, 

Their maae new-cast forgot their deecM renowned ; 

And angels ask, '* Where ooce they shone so fiairt^ ' 

To lift us from this abject, to sublime ; 
This fluxt to permanent ; this dark, to day; 
This foul* to pure; this turbid to serene; 
This mean, to mighty !— for this glorious end 
Th* Almighty, rising, his long sabbath broke ! 
The world was made ; wasruin'd; was restorM; 
Laws from the skies were publtsh'd; were repeaiM; 
On earth, kings, kingdoms, rose; kings, kingdoms, f^ 
Fam'd s^ges lighted up the pagan world; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance ' 
Through distant age; saints travail'd; martyrs bled: 
By wonders sacred nature stood controlPd ; 
The livini; were translated ; dead were rais'd ; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from heaven ; ^ 
And, Oh ! for this, descended lower still; 
fiuilt was heirs gloom ; astonish'd at his guest 
For one short moment Lucifer adored ; 
I^orenzo ! and wilt thou do less ?--For this, 
That hallow'd page, fools scoff at^ was inspired, 
Of all these truths thrice- venerable code I 
Deists perform your quarantine ! and then 
Fall prostrate ere you touch it, lest you die. 

Nor less intensely bent infernal powers 
To niar, than those of light, this end to ^in. 
O what a scene is here ' — Lorenzo, irake. 
Rise to the thought ; exert,' expand thy soul 
To take the vast idea : It denies 
All else tlie name of great. Two warring worttb ! 
Not Kurope against Afric ; warring worhte, 
Of more than mortal ! moufited.9n the wing ! 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 
High hov'ring o'er this little brand of strife I 
This sublunary ball — But strife, for what? 
In their own cause conilirting? No; in thine, 
In man's. His tingle int'rest blows tJie flame; 
Hii the sole stake ; his fate the trumpet soundSi 
Which kindles war immortal. How it burns ! 
Tumultuous ^warnq^ «>f deities hi arms J 
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Force, force <}9p«loSt tm tbe waves nm hftlL 
And tempest o«t«ire*8 universal sphere. 
Such opposites etecnai, stedfiut, stern. 
Such foes impteeable, are good, and ill ; fthea. 

Yet man, vam inao» woufd mediate peace between 
Thinit not this fiction : '* There was war in heav»n.«» 
From heaTen** high eryital mountain, where H hune, 
Th* Almighty's out-stretch»d arm tooic down his bow. 
And shot his hid toiatioD at the deep : 
Re-thunderM h&^ and darted all her Hres.— 
And seems the ttiake of tittle moment still ? 
And slumbers man, who singly caoa'd the storm * 
He sleeps. — And art thou shocked at mysteries * 
The greatest. Thou. How dreadflil to reflect. 
What ardour, care, and counsel, mortals cause 
Id breasts divine ! HowlitUe in their own ! 

Where'er I turn, bow new probft pour upon m^ 
How happily this wondrous view supports 
My former argument! How strongly strilces 
Immortal life's ftiU demonstration, here ! 
Why this exertion ? Why this strange regard 
From heav'n's Omnipotent indulg*d to man • 
Because^ in man, the glorious, dreadftil pow^. 
Extremely tobepam'd, or blest, for ever. 
Duration ^ives importance ; swells the price. 
A n angel, if a creature of a day. 
What would he be 1 A trifle of bo weight ; 
Or stand, or foil; no matter which ; he's gone. 
Because immortal, therefore is indulged 
This strange regard of deities to dust. 
Hence, heav'n looks down on earth with all her eyet ; 
Hence, the soul's mighty moment in her sight : 
Hence, ev'rv soul has partisans abore, 
Andev'ry thought a cntic in the skies : 
Hence clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guard, 
And ev'ry guard a passion for his charge : 
Hence from all age, the cabinet divine 
Has held high counsel o'er the fete of man. 
Nor have the clouds those gracious counsels hid 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind: 
In various modes of emphasis and awe, 
He spoke bis will, and tremUing nature heard ; 
He spoke it loud, in thunder and inetorm« 
Witness, thou Sinai !* whose cloud-cdver'd height^ 
And shftkenbasis, owe'd the present God : 



* Exod. xix. 16, 18. 
F 2 
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Witnees, ye biUovs t* -whoke returning tide. 
Breaking tbe cbaia tint fasten'd it in air, 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to liell ! 
Witness, ye flames.th* Assyrian tyrant blewf 
To sevenfold rage, as impotent, as strong ; 
And thou, earth : witness, whose expanding jawg 
Clos'd o*er presumption's sacrilegious sons :| 
Has not each element io turn suBscrib'd 
The sours high price, and sworn it to the wise ? 
Has not flame, ocean, ether, earthquake, strove 
To strike this truth through adamantine man? 
If not aJl-adaraant, Lorenzo! hear^ 
All is delusion. Nature is wrapt up^ 
In tenfold nigbt, from reason's keenest eye; 
There*8 no consistence, meaning, plan, or end,. 
In all beneath the sun, in all above, 

J As far as man can penetrate) or heav'n 
8 an immense, ineetimableprize; 
Or all is nothing, or that prize is all.— 
And shall each toy be still a match itx beav'n ? 
And full equivalent for groans below? 
Who would not give a trifle to prevent 
What he would give a thousand worlds to cure ? 

liorenzo, thou hast seen (if thine, to see) 
All nature, and her God (by nature's course, 
And nature's course controU'd) declare for me : 
The skies above proclaim ^* Immortal man !'* 
And '* Man immortal !" ail below resounds. 
The world's a system of theology, 
Read by the greatest strangers to the schools ; 
If honest, learn'd ; and sages o'er a plou^. 
Is not, I^renzo, then impos'd on thee 
This hard alternative; or, to renounce 
Thy reason, and thy sense ; or, to believe t 
What then is unbelief? 'Tis an exploit ; 
A strenuous enterprise t to gain it, man 
Must burst through ev'ry bar of common sensei 
Of common shaml^, magnanimously wrong. 
And what rewards the sturdy combatant? 
His prize, repentance ; infamy his crown. 

But wherefore infamy ? — For want of fkith, 
Down the steep precipice of wrong he slides : 
There's nothing to support him in the right 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at least 
In embryo, ev'ry weakness, ev'ry guilt; 

■ ■ ■ I I m ipi m , 

• Jixod. xiv. 37. t Xtow. iii.' 19. |; Numb, ZTi.32. 
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And BtrODg temptatiGn ripens it to birtb. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed* 
Why not his country sold, bis fsthers slain? 
'Tis virtue to pursue our good supreme ; 
And hissupremei his only good is here. 
Ambition, av'rice, by tbe wise disdain'd, 
Is perfect wisdom, while mankind are AjoIs, 
And tliink a turf, or tomb-stone, covers all : 
These fir-* ^--i^^ t - , .' i : , -ride for sense ' 
A richei , ■. ige; 

And seme by rJ^lit Ji visji^ iiT.H'ei !■ i/i the throne, 
When virtue's prSje an^l prit-j'i-'t are no more: 
Virtue DO iiiore we tbltik ^he w(U of heav'n. 
Would hetiv'n quite U'giar viE'tue,if belov'd: 
** Has virtue t harms t'—l rrant her heavenly fai> 

But if un]><)rl»oii'if, lilJ ^^l]! irrs'i'-rt wed; 

Though I our choice. 

The virt 1. 1. - ^' . ■ r .j . ^ >^^.^. .-^:y; 

That root destroy'd they wither and exph«. 

A Deity believ'd, will nought avail ; 

Rewards, and punishments, maice Godadw'd; 

And hopes and fears give conscience all her pow'r. 

As in the dying parent dies tbe child. 

Virtue, with immortality, expires. 

Who tells nae he denies his soul immortal, 

Whate*er his boast, has told me, he's a knave. , 

His duty 'tis, to love himself alone ; 

Nor care, though mankind perish, if he smiles. 

Who thinks ere long the man shall wholly die, 

Is dead already, nought but brute survives. 

And are there such ?— Such candidates there are 

For more than death ; for utter loss of being, 

Being, tbe basis of the Deity ! 

Ask you the cause ?— The cause they will not tell ; 

Nor need they : Oh, tbe sorceries of sense ! 

They work this transformation on the soul. 

Dismount her like the. serpent at the fall. 

Dismount her from her native wing (which soar'd 

Ere- while ethereal heights) and throw her down, 

To lick the dust, and crawl, in such a thought. 
Is it in words to paint you ; O ye I'all'n ! 

Fall'n from the wings of reason, and of hope \ 

Erect in stature, prone in appetite ! 

Patrons of pleasure, posting into pain ! 

l^pvers of argument, averse to sense ! 

Boasters of liberty, fast bound in chains ! 

Lords of the wide creation, and the shame ! 

Itfore senseless thap th' irrationals yoa scoril! 
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Far more un<toae ! Oyeuu Mtia i m ew 

Of beiogB, (Whb supetiof dignity ! 

Deepest in wafrom meuie of bododtess bUas 1 

Ye cunt by blestioss iatiaitt ! Beeeuve 

Most highly faveurM, meet prolbusdiy kMt ! 

Ye motley floam of contrndletioftstNttg t 

And are you, too, eooTino*d, your souls fly off 

In exhalation coft, and die in air. 

From the nui flood of e^denee ?^kat yon? 

In the coarse drudgeries and links of sense. 

Your sQuls have 4|uke worn out the make of heav*m. 

By vice new-cast, andcreaturea of your own ; 

But though you can deform, you cant ^leetroy : 

To curse, not uncreate, is aU yow pvir'r. 

Lorenzo, this tdaek brotherhood renounce ; 
Renounce 8t Evreraont,* and read St. Paal. 
Bre wrapt by miracle, by reason wing*d. 
His mounting mind made loagabodrin heav'n. 
This is free thinking, unconfin'd to parts. 
To send the soul on corioustravel bent, 
Through aU the provinces of human thought; 
To dart her flieht, through the winde sphere of mM : 
Of this vast universe to ma&e the tour ; 
In each recess of space, and time, at home; 
Familiar with their wonders; diving deep. 
And, like a prince of boundless int»Pe8t8 there. 
Still most ambitious of the moat remote ; 
To look on truth unbroken, and entire ; 
Truth io the system, the ftiU orb ; where truths 
By truths enligbten*d, and sustam'd, afford 
An arch-like strong foundatira, to support 
Th' incumbent wefeht of absolute, complete 
Conviction ; here the more we press, we stand 
More firm ; who moat examine most believe 
Part^; like half-sentences, confound 1 The whole 
Conveys the sense, and God is understood; 
Who not in fragments writes to human race ; 
Read his whole volume, Sceptic ! then reply. 

This, this, is thinking free, a thought that graspt 
Beycmd a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, survey this midnigbt scene ; 
What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundless orbe. 
Of human souls, one day, the destinM range 1 
And what yon boundless orbs, to godiike man? 
Those num'rous worlds that throng the firmament. 
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AmA Mk moreapteein tettVMi, en roll at Hrgb 
lo man*8 capaekras thousfat* sad atill I«tve room 
For ampler orbe; for new ereatioDs, tbere. 
Can auch a aoul contract itself, or gripe 
A point of no dioieoeion, of ao weisbtt 
It can ; it does : the world is auch a pointt 
And, of that point» how aoaall a pttrt enalavea I 
How amall a part !— of nothing shall I say ? 
Why not 1 Friends, oor chief treasure I bow tbey drop I 
Lucia, Nardaaa fidr. Philander, gone ! 
The graven likelabled Cerberus, has opM 
A trqtle BK>uth ; and, ia an awful voice. 
Loud caUs my soul, and utters all I sing. 
How the worid Calls to piecea round about us t 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
W bat saya this traasportatioa of my fi'iends ? 
it bids' me love the place where now they dwell; 
And scorn this wretched spot, they leave so poor. 
Eternity*s vast ocean lies before thee; 
There, there, Lorenzo ! thy Clarieaa sails. 
Give thy mind sea-room ; keep it wide of earth. 
That rock of souls immortal ; cut thy cord ; 
A¥eigh anchol*; spread thy sails ; call ev^rv wind) 
Eye thy great pole-atar ; make the land of life. 

Two kinds of life has double-natured man. 
And two of death; the last for more severe. 
Life aaimid is nuttur'd by the sun ; 
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beantf. 
Life rational suteists on higher food. 
Triumphant in his beams who made the day. 
When we leave that aun, and are left bv this, 
(The fete of all who die in atubborn guilt) 
*TIb utter darkness ; strictly double death. 
We sink by ho judicial stroke of heaven. 
But nature's course ; as sure as plummets (all. 
8ince Ood, or man, must alter, ere they meet, 
(Since li|ht and darkness blend not in one sphere} 
*Tis manifest, Lorenzo I who must change. 

l(, then, that double death should prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Deity : 
Man shall be blessed, as far as man permits. 
Mot man alone, all rationals, heaven arms 
With an illustrious, but tremendous power 
To counteract its own most gracious ends ; 
And this, of strict necessity, not choice ; 
That power denied, men, angels, were no mortv 
But passive engines, void of praise, or biasis. 
A nature ratioial impUea the pawcr 
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Sf ^}'^ ^^^^ ^' wretched, u we pleMe: 

Else idJe reason would imve fioivht to do • 

And be that would be barr'd capacity * 

Of pain, courts iqcapacity of blS. 

Heavea wills our happiness, allows our doom • 

Invites us ardently, but not compels. * . 

Heaven but persuades ; almighty man decrees • 

Man is he maker of inimortSfat^ ^""^"^ • 

Man falls by man, if finally he falls- 

And faU he must, who learos from death alone 

The dreadfu^ secret-That he lives for ever 

Why this to thee?— Thee yet, perbans in do«ht 
ftf second life? Butiyherefored;>5SfTOi" *^ 
l-.ternal life is nature's ardent wish • 
What ardently we wish, we soon believe; 
rhy tardy fkith declares that wish destroyed: 
What has destroy'd it?-Shall I teU thee what » 
When fear'd the future, 'tis no Wer wished : ' 
And when unwish'd, we strive to (Relieve 
•' Thus infidelity our guilt betrays." 
^or that the sole detection J blush, Lorenzo, 
Blush for hypocrisy, if Bot for guilt 
The future fear'd ?— An infidel !-*nd fear ! - 
Pear what ? a dream ? a Cable ? How thy dread. 
UnwiUmg evidence, and therefore strong. 
Affords my cause an undesign'd support ? 
How disbelief affirms, what it deni^ ! 

" It, unawares, asserts immortal life." 

Furprising ! Infidelity turns out 
A creed, and a confesion of our sins : 
Apostates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo, with Lorenzo cla>h no more : 
Jjor longer a transparent vizor wear, 
rhink'st thou, religion only has the mask* 
Our mfidels are Satan's hypocrites, 
Pretend the worst, and, at the bottom. faU. 
When visited by thought (thought wiU intrude) 
Like him they serve, they tremble, and beiievt. 
1 s there hypocrisy so foul as this ? 
J^o fatal to the welfare of the worW ? 
What detestation, what contempt, their due ! 
And if unpaid, be Ihank'dfor their escape 
1 *• A""^*'*" canJour they strive hard to scorn 
V n '^^ ^^^ asylum, they might find 
^ 'If.'' op earth; nor 'scape a worse below. 

n itb insolence, and impotence of thouehL 
rnstead ol racking fancy, to refute. ^ ^ 
newrm thy manners, and the truth enjoy.^ 
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THB IKWIDSL ftfiCLAIMED. ?bS 

Bat shall I dare eonfess the <Nr« resuit ? 

Can thy proud reason brook so black a brand ? 

From purer n»nner8, to subiiaaer ftuth, 

Is nature's unavoidable ascent; 

An honest Deist, where the Gospel shines, 

Matured to nobler, in the Christian ends. 

When that blessed change arrives, e'en cast asiJt 

This song superfluous ; life immortal strikes 

Conviction, jn a flood of light divine. 

A ChristiaB dwells, like* Uriel, in the sun. 

Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight ; 

And ardent hope anticipates the skies. 

Of that bright sun, Lorenzo, scale the sphere ! 

rris easy ; it invites thee ; it descends 

From heaven to woo, and waft thee whence it caitte. 

Read and revere the sacred page ; a page 

Where triumphs imoKHlality ; a page 

Which not the whole creation could produce ; 

Which not the conflagration shall destroy ; 

In nature's ruins not one letter lost: 

'Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever. 

In proud disdain of what e*en gods adore, 
Dost smile ?— Poor wretch ; thy guardian angel weeps. 
Angels, and men, assent to what! sing; 
Wits smile, and thank me for my midnight dream. 
How vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain I 
Parts push us on to pride, and pride to shame ; 
Pert infldelity is wit's cockade. 
To grace the brazen brow that braves the skies, 
By loss of being, dreadfully secure. 
Lorenzo ! if thy doctrine wins the day, 
And drives ray dreams, defeated, from the field; 
If this is all, if earth's the final scene. 
Take heed ; stand fast ; be sure to be a knave ; 
A knave in grain ; ne'er deviate to the right : 
Should'st thou be good— How infinite thy loss ! 
€uilt only makes annihilation gain ! 
Blest scheme ! which life deprives of comfort, d^ath 
Of hope; and which vice only recommends. 
If so, where, infidels, your bait thrown out 
To catch weak converts? Where your lofty boast 
Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man ? 
Annihilation *. I confess, in these. 

What can reclaim you? Dare I hope profound 
Philosophers the converts of a song f 

* See MUton's ParadUe Lost. 
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1)1 VHB OQafPJUUHT. mtUF^U. 

Yet kDOir, ita* titl« Batten 7Mi« Mt a« ; 
Tours be tbepnise to Bake ay title good; 
Mine, to Uess heav*a, aad triunpb ia your prase. 
But tioce so pcstilentiai your dwasc. 
Though BOT'reipi is the Bed*cioe I preacribey 
As yet, rn neltber triuarohoor de^av : 
But hope, ere long, my nudoight dreamrill wake 
Your hearts, and teaeb your wisdoi*— tobe wise : 
For why should souls immortaUmade for bUss, 
C«erwbh(aodwisbinTaia!) that seuiseonid die! 
What ne'er can die. Oh *• grant to lire; and crowa 
The wish, and aim, and labour of the skies ; 
Increase, and ei^er <« the joys of Heaven : 
Thus shaU my title pass a sacredseal. 
Receive an inprimature from above. 
While aogelssbottt-^An Infidel rectaimM ! 
To clow. Lorenzo ! spite of attmy pains. 

Still seems it strange, that thou shouldst live fbrevcr? 

It is less strange, that thou shouldBt live at aU ! 
This is a miracle ; and that no more. 

Who gave begiiuiiBg, can exclude an end. 

Denv thou art, then, doubt if thou sbait be. 

A miracle with miracles inclosed. 

Is man: and starts bis fkith at wbatissUwige? 

What less than wonders, from the wonderful ; 

What less than miracles, from God, can flow % 

Admit a God— that mystery supreme! 

That cause uncaused ! All other wonders cease; 

^Totbing is marvellous for him to do : 

Deny him— All is mystery besides ; 

Millions of myatn-ies ; each darker for 

Than that thy wisdom would, unwisely, shun. 

If weak thy faith, why choose the liarder side 1 

We nothing know, but what is marvelloua ; 

Yet what is marvellous, we can't believe. 

90 weak ourreasoa, andso great our God. 

What most surprises in the sacred page. 

Or full as strange, or stranger, must be true. 

Faith is not reiooe's Is^ur; but repose. 
To fulth and virtue, why so backward, man t 

From uence :— The preset stroo^y strikes ua aU ; 

The future, faintly : can we, then, be men? 

If men, Lorenzo! the reverse is right. 

Reason is man^s peculiar: sense, the brute's. 

The present is the scanty n^abn of sense ; 

The future, reason's empire uncoafin'd: 

* The b^ti RusUimtd 
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THE INVIDSL RBCLAIME». I37 

Ob that expMdioK «li her godlike pcw'r, 

She plans, proTides expatiates, triumphs, there : 

There builds her blessings ; tliere expects her praise ; 

And nothing aslcs of fortune , or of men. 

And what is reason? Be she. thus, deftnM ! 

Reason is upright sUture in the soul. 

Oh ! be a man ;->and strive to be a god. 
** For what? (thou «ays't)^to damp the joys of life? 

«o ; to give heart and substance to thy joys. 

That tyrant, hope, mark how she domineers : 

8he bids us quit realities for dreams ; 

Safety, and peace, for hazard and alarm ; 

That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the soul. 

She bids ambition quit its taken prize. 

Spurn the luxuriwt braoieb on which it sits, 

Though bearing crowns, to spring at distant game ; 

And plunge in toils and dangers— for repose. 

If hope precarious, and of things, when gain'd, 

Of litttetnoment, and as little stay, 

Can sweeten toils and dangers into joys ; 

What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our leave unask*dT Rich hope of boundless bliss ! 
BlMStpast man's pow'r to paint it; time's, to close ! 

This hope is earth's roost estimable prize : 
This is maa^s portion, while no more than man: 
Hope, of ail passions, most befriends us here; 
Passions of prouder name beiyiend us less. 
Joy has her tears, and transport ttas her death j 
Hope, likeacordiai, innocent, though strong, 
Man's heart, at once, inspirits and s^^renes; 
Nor makes him pay his wisdom lor bis joys; 
♦Tis all our present state can safely bear, 
Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind ! 
A joy attemper'd ! a chastised delight ! 
Like the jfair summer-evening, mild and sweet ! 
'Tie man's full ciq> ; hie paradise below ! 

A blest hereafter, then, or hop'd, or gain'd, 
Is all ;— our whole of happin^s ; full pi^oof, 
I chose no trivial or inglorioiis tbeme. 
And kpow> ye foes to song ! (well*meaning men, 
Though quite forgottcaa* half your Bible's praise }) 
Important trutb^m spite of verse, may please : ' ' 
Grave minds you praise ; nor can you praise too much, 
If there is weight in an eternity. ' 

Let the grave listen ;— and be graver sUll. 

I I , . . 11 • * 

* The p^eHeaf farts ^ it. "" ■ ' '] 
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THE 

COMPLAINT. 

YUITUE'8 APiHiOGY: 

oi, 

THE MAN OF THE WC»»iI> ANSWSIUBB. 

Iirwbfch are coD8idered» 

Th* Lovi ^ IMi Lift; iht XmWfton omTP/editfrr, «l£|: 
thiWULoMi fVUdom qf the World. 



AiTD has ftil nftturct tlMOte^MusM^y p»flt 
Havel bribM beaT% and Mrth, to plead agaiut th6«^ 
And is thy soul hnmorUn—What remains t 
All, all» Loreoxo :— Make immortal, hlest 
Unblest Immortals ■' What can shock us more? 
And yet Ixweozo still aflfects the world ^ 
There, stows his treasure ; thence, his title draws. 
Man of the world ! (for such ivouldst thou be aall*d> 
And art thou proud of that inglorioas style 1 
Proud of reproach ? For a reproach it was. 
In ancient days ; and Christiaa— in ao age. 
When men were men, and not ashamed oThm^ 
Fir*d their ambition, as it crown'd th^ joy. 
Crinkled with dews from the Castaliw fOBt« 
$%io would I re^ptise thee, and coolier 
A purer spirit and a nohier name. 

Thy fond attachments; £atal and inflam*d, 
Boiatout my path, and dictate to my sons ^ 
To thee, the world how hx ! bow strongly strike* 
Ambition ! and gay pleasure i(r9Qser «tiU t 
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vniTUrS APOT/)6T I3« 

Thy triple booe ! the tripke befit, thtt Itys 
Thy virtue dead ! be these my triple theme ; 
Nor shall thy wit or wisdom, be forgot 

jCommootbetbem^; not so the sonr; if she 
My song inT<A«8, Urania, deigns to smile. 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 
If she dissolyes, the man <rf' ewth, at once, 
Starts from his taranoe, and sighs for other scenes; 
Scenes, where these sparks of night, these stars, shall 
Unnumber'd suns, (for all things, as they are, rahine 
The blest behold :) and, in one glory, pour 
Their Mended blaze on man*s astonishM sight : 
A blaze— the least iUustrioaa object there. 

Lorenzo ! since eternal is at heuid, 
To swallow time's ambitions: as the Taat 
LeTiathan, the buMiles vain, that ride 
High cm the feasiing billow: what avail 
High titles, hig;h descent, attainments high» 
If unattaio'd our highest ? O Ix)reiizo ! 
What lofty thoti^hts, these elements above, 
What towering hopes, whatsallies Aom the sutf, 
What grand surveys of destiny rlivine, 
And poomous presage of un»thom*d Aite, 
Should roll in bosoQS, where a spirit burnt. 
Bound for eteraity ? In bosoms read 
By Him, who foibles in archaneels sees '. 
iw human hearts he bends a jealous eye, 
Aad niaits, and in heav*n*s register inrcrflv 
The rise and progress of eacboption there ; 
Sacred to doemsday ! that the page unfMds, 
And spreads us to the gaze of ^Mh and men. 

And what an option; O Lorenzo ! thine ? 
This world i aad this, unrivatl'd by the skies .' 
A world, where lust of pleasure, grandeur, gold. 
Three ttmaaoB that divide its reaJiin between tfaea^ 
With strokes alternate buffiit to and fro 
M an*s restless heart, their sport, their flying baU -, 
TiU, with the giddy circle, sick and tir'd, 
It pants for peace, and drops huto despair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo sets above 
That glorious promise, angels wereesteemM 
Too mean to bring ; a promi^, their ador'd 
Descended to communicate, and press, 
By counsel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Such is the world Loreazo^s wisdom woes. 
And on its thorny pillow seeks repose ; 
A pill4», which, like opiates ill prepar*4s. 
Ikfozicates, but not eempoMsr ^^ 
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Ui TH» COKtLMVr. Jfight VIIL 

Tbe Tisiomry raiod with s»y ebimeras, 
▲11 tbe wild trash of sleep, without tbe re<t ; 
What uafei^^d tn.vel, and what dreams of jov ? 

How frail, men, things ! bow momentary Sotlr I 
Fantastic chase, of shadows buntfaig shades ! 
Tbe gaf , the busy, equal, thourb unlike ; 
Equal in wisdom, difiTerently whe ! 
Through iowVy meadows, and through dreary wiste^ 
One bustling, and one dancing, into death. 
There's not a day, but, to the man of thought. 
Betrays some secret, tlat throws new reproach 
On life, and makes bim sick of seeing more. 
Tbe scenes of baseness tcU us — " What are men ;" 
The scenes of plwourc— *♦ What is all beside ;♦* 
There, others we despise ; and here, ourselves. 
Amid disgust eternal, dweHa delight 1 
'Tis approbation strikes tbe strings of joy. 

What wondrous prize has kindled this career, 
Stuns with tbe din, and chokes us with the dust, 
On life's gay st^e, one inch above tbe grave % 
Tbe proud run up and down in quest of eyes ; 
The sensual in pursuit of something worse; 
The grave, of gold^ the politic, of power; 
And all, of other butterflies, as vvn ! 
As eddies draw things frivolous, and light. 
How is man's heart by vanity drawn in; 
On the swift circle of returning toys ; 
Whirl'd, straw-like, round and round, and then ii- 
Where gay delusitm darkens to despair \ [gulph'di 

*» This is a beaten track.**— Is this a track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough. 
Till enough learnt tbe truths it would inspire. 
Shall truth be silent because f<A\y frowns? 
Turn tbe world's history ; what find we there. 
But ftMPtune's sports, or nature's cruel claiots, 
Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge, 
. And endless inhumanities on man t 
Fame's trumpet seldom sounds, but, like the knell. 
It brings sad tidings ! boW it hourly blows 
Man's misadventures round tbe list'ning world! 
Man is the tale of narrative old time ; 
Sad tale ; which high ^& paradise begins ; 
As if, the toil of travel to delude. 
From stage to stage,- in his eternal round, 
Tbe days, bis daughters, as they spin our houra 
On fortune's wheel, where accident unthought 
Oft, in a monient, snaps life's strongest thread. 
Each, la her turo, vmt tn«ic ttory teiis, 

Digitized by ClOOgle 



7n*i^«nf K • ■°?'*^r * ira«tch«l £»ee between ; 
And fills his chronicle with humao woes. 

Time's daughters, true as those of men, deceive u»* 
got on«, but puts some cheat on aU mSdSS^ ' 

While m their father's bosoim not yet ours, ' 

S*«i5?!;fi^^Tu^T**>??®P«»' wid promise iuch 

W aimable ; but hold him not o'er-wiee* 

Who dares to trust tbem ; and laugh round the year. 

At stiil-confiding, still confounded man ; ^ ' 

Confiding, though confounded ; hoping on, 

Vnteught by trial, uncoovincM by prtntf. 

Aod ever looking for the never seen. 

Life to the last, like harden'd felon, lies • 

Nor owns itself a cheat, till it expires. ' 

Ite little joys go out by one and one. 

And leave poor man, at length, in perfect night • 

jKight darker than what now involves the pole * 

O Thou, who dost permit these ills to fall ' 
For gracious ends, and wouldst that man should moun f 
O Thou, who^e hand this goodly fabric Jrtm'd, ^^ 
Who know'st It best, and wouldst that manshouk know ? 
What is this sublunary world ? A vapour • ^^""^ 
A vapour aJl it holds ; itself, a vapour • 
From the damp bed of chaos, by thy beam 
Ex^l'd, ordain'd to swim its destin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and disappear 
Earth's days are number'd, nor remote her doorh • 
As mortal, though less transient, than her sons • * 
Yet they doat on her, as the world and they ' 
Were both eternal, solid ; Thou, a dream. 

They doat, on what I Immortal views apart, 
A region of outsides ! a land of sbadov^s I 
A fruitful field of flow'ry promises ! 
A wilderness of joys ! perplex'd with doubts, 
^i\^Yf ^J^^ ^^^^ • ^ *"H«Wed ocean, spread 
With bold adventurers, their aU on board • 
No second hope, if here their fortune frowns- 
Frown soon it must. Of various rates they sail. 
Of ensigns various; all alike in this, 
AU restless, anxious; tos&'d with hopes and fears, 
In caln^est skies; obnoxious all to storm ) 
And stormy the most-gen'ral blast of life; 
All bound for happiness; yet few provide 
The chart of knowledge, pointing where it lies :^ 
Or virtue's helm, to abiape' the course designM : 
All, more or less, capricious fate lament, 
Kow lifted by the tide, and now resorb'4»- 
And farther iror^ theif vi^»^ thvi before ; 
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U3 vfii cms9iAXST. mgki nil. 

Allt mor*«p lM>t aeMMt Mdr-otlMriiMk, 
To mutual hart» by cutts of patstan drivei, 
And mM*Tmg more uom folly tlno (him fkte. 

Ocean ! tbou dreadfol and tumultuous honitt 
or dangers, at eternal war with nan ! , 

'Death's capital, where most he domineers. 
With all hiB chosen terrsrs frowning round, ' 

(Though let^ feasted high at Alhieo^* cost) 
Wide-op'ningt mkI loud-roering stUl for more ! 
Too fhithful mirrer ! how dost thou reflect 
The melancholy fiice of human life ! 
The strong resemhlaaee tempts me ferther still ; 
And haply, Britain mar be deeper struek 
By moral truth, in such a mirror seen. 
Which nature holds ft>r ever at her eye. 

Seir-fUtter'd, unexperienced, high in hope, 
When young, with sanguine cheer, and streamen gay^ 
We cut our cable* launch into the worid. 
And fondly dream each wind and star our friendi 
All, in some darling entoprise emberlc*d: 
But where is be can fhthom its event 1 
Amid a multitude of artless hands, 
Ruin*s 8 ure pereuisite I her lawfiil price i 
S<Mno steer eright; but the black blast bloivs hard. 
And poft them wide of hope : with hearts of prooft 
Full against wind and tide, some win their way ; 
And when strong effiHl has de8erv*d the port« 
And tugg*d it into view, *tis won ! ^tis lost ! 
Though strong their oar, still stronger is their fete : 
They strike ; and, while they triumph, they expire. 
In stress of weather most ; aome sink outri^; 
0*er them, and o*er their names, tlw billows cloee ; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever bom. 
Others a short memorial leave behind, I 

Like a flag floatiogt when the bark's ingulpb^d ; ^ | 

It floats a moment and ie seen no more. 
One Cssar lives; a thotnand are (bi^ot 
How few beneath auspicious planets bomr ' 

(Darlings of Providenee ! fond ihte's elect !) 
With swelling sails make good the premis*d port, 
With all their wishes IHeghtedt yet e'en these. 
Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain. 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free. 
They stiUare men : and when is man secure ? 
As fktal tune, ae storm I the rush ef years 
B.eat8 down theirstrength : their numberless escapes j 

# JdkafTwl MtMimt ire. 
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la ruin end : Aod aow, tJnir pvMdMMeas 
But plants new terron oatbe vSetor*]i brow : 
What pain to quit the wodd, jnst Diad« their own. 
Their nests so deeply dowa'd, and built so high ! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the start. 

Wo then apart (if wo apart can be 
From mortal man) and fortune at our aod, 
The gay f rich ! great r triumphant ! and august ! 
What are they ?— The most happy (strange to say !) 
Convince me most of human misery : 
What are they? Smiling wretches of to-morrow ! 
More wretched, then, than e»er their slave can be ; 
Their treach*reus blessiogSf at the day of need, 
Liice other faithless frisods, immask, and sting : 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth ! 
What aggravated impoteaee in power ! 
High titlee, then, what insult of their pain! 
K that sole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Imm<Hrtal hope ! defies not the rude storm, 
Takes comfort from the foamii^ billow's ragt, 
ind makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 

Is thb a sketchof what thy soul adsdres ? 
** But here (thou say'st) the miserieB of life 
*' Are huddled in a group. A more distmct 
** Survey, perhaps, nught bring thee bett^ news." 
Look en lifo'a stages : They speak plainer still ;. 
The plainer they, the deeper wlltuiou si^. 
Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 
The best that can befell the best oo earth* 
The boy has virtue by his mother's side : 
Yes, on Florello lo<^ : a tether's heart 
Is tender, though the man's is made of stone : 
The truth through such a medium seen may make 
Impression deep, and fondness prove thy friend. 
Florello, lately cast on this ruoe coast 
A helpless hifant: now a heedless child ; 
To poor Clarissa's throes, thy care succeeds; 
Gare full of love, and yet severe as hate 1 
O'er thy souUs joy how oft thy fondness Drowns ! 
lieedful austerities his will restsrun ; 
As thorns fence in the tender plant firom harm. 
As yet, his reason cannot go alone : 
But asks a sterner nurse to ]»d it on. 
His little heart is often terrified; 
The Uush of morning, in his cheek, turns pale ; 
Itspearly dew-drop trembles in his eye ; 
His harmless eye ! and drowns an angel there. 
Akt what avails his ifuioceiice 1 The task 
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HA ISM COMPULIKT. mght VIII- 

InjoiD'd must dkeipUne Idfl 6UI7 pow*nt ; 

He learoB to sigh, ere he is known to sin ; 

Guiltless, and sad ! A. wretch before the f^ll ! 

How cruel this ! more cruel to forbear. 

Our nature such, with necessary pains 

We purchase prospects of precarious peace : 

Though not a father, this might steal a sigh. 
Suppose him disciplin'd aright (if not, 

* T will sink our poor account to poorer still ; ) 

Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, 

He leaps indosure, bounds into the world ; 

The world is taken after ten years toil, 

Jjike ancient Troy ; and all its joys his own. 

Alas I the world's a tutor more severe ; 

Its lessons hard, and ill deserve his pains : 
Unteaching all his virtuous nature taught. 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates !) inspir'd. 

For who receives him into public life ? 
Men of the world, the terne-filial breed, 
Weclome the modest stranger to their sphere, 
(Which glitterM long, at distance in his sight) 
And, in their hospitable n>ms inclose : 
Men, who think nought so strong of the romance, 
80 rank knight-errant, as a real friend : 
Men, that act up to reason^s golden rule. 
All weakness of alfection quite subdu'd : 
Men, thatwquld blush at being thought sincere, 
And feign for glory the few faults they Tivant; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well ; 
As if, to them, vice shone her own reward. 

Lorenzo ! canst thou bear a shocking sight ? 
9uch, for FlpreUo's sake, *twill now appear : 
See, the steeled files of seasoned veterans, 
TrainM to the world, in burnlsb'd fhlsefaood bright; 
Deep in the fatal stratagems of peace t 
All soft sensation, in the throng mbb'd off: 
All their feeen purpose, In politeness sheathM : 
His Criends eteraal — during interest : 
His foes inmlacable— when worth their while : 
At war with every welfkre, but their own: 
As wise aa Lucifer ; and half as good : 
And by whom none, but Lucifer can gain — 
Naked, through these (so common fate ordains) 
Naked, of heart, his cruel course he runs, 
Sttmg out of all, most amiable in life, 
Prompt truth, and open thought, and smiles unfeign'd : 
Affection, as his species, wide diftu^'d ; 
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THlTUrS AfCLOOT. 10 

If dUe fNre8UBq>tioD8 to mankind's renoim : 
Jacennous trust, and confidence of love. 

These claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Will cost bim many a sigh, till time, and pains, 
Frcnn the slow mistress of this school, experience, 
And her assistant, pausins, pale distrust. 
Purchase a dear-bought clue, to lead his youth 
Through serpentine obliquities of life, 
And the dark labyrinth of hunum hearts. 
And happy ! if the clue shall come so cheap ; 
For, ivhue we learn to fence with public guilt, 
Full oft we feel its fbol contagion too. 
If less than heav'nly virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a strange kind of curat necessity 
Brings down the stedinc temper of his soul, 
By base aUov, to bear the current stamp 
Below call'd wisdom : sinks him into sarety : 
And brands him into credit wkh the world : 
Where specious titles dignify disgrace ; 
And nature's injuries are arts^f hfe ; 
"Where brighter reason prompts to bolder crimes ; 
And heaV'nly talents make infernal hearts ! 
That unsurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Machiavel ! who labour*d bard bis plan, 
Forgot, that genius need not go to school ! 
Voi^, that man without a tutor wise. 
His plan had practised, long before 'twas writ. 
The world's all title-page, there's no contents ; 
The world's all Ace ; the man who shows his hear|L 
Js booted for bis nudities, and soom'd. 
A man llrnew whoUv'd upon a smile; 
And well H fed lilm ; he look'd plump and fair. 
While rankest venom foam*d through ev'ry vein. 
]LK>renzo, what I tell thee, take not ill ! 
Living, he fown'd on ev'rvfool idive ; 
And, dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'd. 
To such proficients thou art half a saint. 
In foreign realms (for thou hast travell'd far) 
How curious to contemplate two state-rooks, 
Studious their nests to leather in a trice. 
With all the necromantics of their art. 
Playing the game of (kces on each other. 
Making court sweetmeats of their latent gall, 
In foolish hope, to steal each other's trust; 
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd ; 
Aod sometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 
Their part» we doubt not ; but be that their sbamt 
C 
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ShallTOcnofUtents^fit to rule mankind, 
Stooo to mean iriies, that would disgrace a fool, 
ADd lose the tbaoks of those few friends tbey serve I 
For who can thank the man he cannot see 1 

Why so ranch cover ? It defeats itself. 
Ye that know all things ! know ye not men's hearts 
Are therefore known, because they are conceal'd ? 
For why conceard ?— The cause they need not telt 
I rive him joy that's awkward at a lie; 
\Sli08e feeble nature truth keeps still in »we; 
His incapacity is hia renown. ^ 
'Tis great, 'tis manly, to disdain dt^ufse ; 
It shows our spirit, or it proves our strength. 
Thou say'st, 'tis needful : Is it therefore righV? 
Howe'er, I grant it some small sign of grace. 
To strain at an excuse : And wouldst thou theft 
Escape that cruel need ? Thou may'st, with easej 
Think no post needful that demands a knave. 
When late our civil helm was shifting hands, 
g(, p,_ thought : Think better if you can. 

But this, how rare ! the public path of life 
Is dirty -.—Yet allow that dirt its due. 
It makes the noble mind more notle still: 
The world's no neuter! ft will wound, orsaveV 
Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
You say, the world, well known, will make a man t- 
The world, weU known, will give our hearts to heav'a. 
Or make us daemons, long before we die. 

To show hovr fair the world, thy mistress, shmes,. 
Take either part, sure ills attend the choice : 
Sure, though not equal, detriment ensues. 
Not virtue's self Is deified on earth ; 
Virtue has her relapses, conflicts, foes: 
Foes that ne'er faU to muke her feel their hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar set of pnins. 
True; friends to virtue, last, and least, complain r 
But if they sigh, can others nope to smile ! 
If wisdom has her miseries to mourn, 
How can poor folly lead a happy life T 
And if both suffer, what has earth to boast, 
Where he's most happy, who the least laments ? 
Where much, much patience, the most envied state^ 
And some forgiveness, needs the best of mends? 
tor friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, 
Of neither shall he find the shadow here. 

The world's sworn advocate, without a fee, 
Ijorenzo smartly, with a smile replies; 
*' Thus tux^y song it right : and all must ow». 
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" Virtue bas ber peculiar set of pains. — 

'* And joys peculiar who to vice denies ? 

"*' If vice it 13, with nature to comply : 

'* If prirle and sense, are so predomioa&t, 

** To check, not overcome them, makes a samt : 

** Can r.T>tinrr* '■" ^ :':••"" ^""^ " ■^ ' ■-■. 

**Pleaj-.ir^.L::n, .....;.. -i:n^i-'' 

Can tir it! i> ?i n ■ ] »(.' J rt 1 1 'i; F t. y . r '.■ J- » fc M ■" 
From purity of thou^bt, alJ plKijivre apHqgiT 
And frtpin an (mmble spirit, ill nur pe^rp. 
Ambition. pl«5*jre ! l^et ua tilk nftbc^e : 
Of these, i!ie porclii and araiJeoiy bilt'd: 
Of thefts, eich fhlliTfl'in^ nza had mu^b to diy : 
Yet uuFixbaiiitcdn itill ti.R nf^edful tlifme 
WhotftUs t>rttibff<^H t^^mntikiLtd aU it aticn 
He talka : for whereN Ihe aalnt fnm pith^r free? 
Are tLi?ae thy reftiaeT—No; tJiPiic ru?!) tip on thee; 
Thy vHsh &eri£t?, inij, vuHure-liite, (fsfoiirl 
1*11 try if 1 can pluet thee fmva ihy rockt 
¥nmkethQii^ '- from ihia burreji ball ofearUi i 
If reason c*a unchain tfsce^ tbo« *rt free. 

And ^TAi, tby Ciucasidt, iitabitii:^], qalU: 
Mountain of torroejiti * etninence Of woei ! 
Of courted woc^ land cmirteU thrtxi^b inhUlif; I 
*Ti8 W}\ ambkSDfi ebarma thee : ^tk a cheyt 

Will mal.e then alatl, a= H at Jits Mi^k 

Doatgrssp at crcAi[ib.<i4 ! First, know *ihat it is! 
ThiDk^^^t Uiou tbr firi^aljiega in di^tinciion \]h* J 
Not in 1^^" r-.-th;-.-;«r,-f. ir j.',.r .s. i,i.r»,^ 
By forti.Ti'^ ■ti;4^"K . ^r M nrl. ir;. f-nrr^ fi... ^}J]^o^^f, 
Is glory lodged : *Tia lodgM in the reverse : 
In that which joins, in that which equals all. 
The monarch and his slave : " A deathless soul : 
** Unbounded prospect, and immortal kin, 
** A father God, and brothers in the skies :" 
Elder, indeed, in time : but less remote 
In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man ; 
Why greater what can fkU, than what can rise ! 

If still delirious, now, Lorenzo, go; 
And with thy full-blown brothers of the world. 
Throw scoifn around thee ; cast it on thy slaves ! 
Thy slaves, and equals : How scorn cast on them 
Rebounds on thee ! If man is mean, as man. 
Art thou a god ? If fortune makes him so. 
Beware the consequence ; a maxim that, 
Which draws a monstrous picture of manidnd, 
Where, in the drapery, the man is lost ; 
Sitenials flutVring, and the soul ibrgoU 
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Thy greatest glonr* ^ben disposed to bo«Bt» 
BoMt that aloud, in which thy servants share. 

We wisely strip the steed we mean to buy : 
Judge we in their capari8<Hi8, of men. 
It nought avails thee^ where but what, thou art, 
AU the distinctions of this litUe life 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 
When through death^s struts, earth's subtle serpeBts 
Which wriggle into wealth, or dinA renown, [creep, 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree : 
They leave their party-colour*d robe behind. 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen crests, and hiss at us below. 
Of fortune's fucus strip them, yet alive ; 
Strip them of body, too; nay, closer still. 
Away with all, but moral, in their minds : 
And let, what then remains, impose their name, 
Pronounce them weak, or worthy ; great, or meait. 
How mean that snuff of glor v fortune lights. 
And death puts out •' Dost thou demand a test 
(A test, at once, infallible, and short) 
Of real greatness ? That man greatly lives. 
Whatever his &te, or fame, who greatly dies; 
High-flu8h*d with hope, where heroes shall deepahr. 
If this a true criterion, many coorts, 
Illustrious, might afford but few grandees. 

Tb* Almighty, from his throne, <h> earth surveya 
Kought greater than an bouest, humble heart ; 
An humble heart, his residence ! pronounc'd 
His second seat ; and ri?al to the skies. 
The private path, the secret acts of meih 
If noble, for the noUeat of our lives ! 
How far above Lorenzo's glory sits 
Th* illustrious master of a name unknown ; 
Whose worth unrivall'd and unwitness'd, loves 
life's sacred shades, where gods converse wltii mea: 
And peace beyond the world's conceptions, smiles 
As thou ! (now dark) before we part, shalt see. 

But thy great soul this skulking glory scorns. 
J^renzo's sick, but when LcMrenzo's seen ; 
And when he shrugs at public business, lies; 
Denied the public eye, the public voice, 
As if he liv'd on others' breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the world his pedestal; 
>iankind, the gazers, the sole figure, he. 
Knows he, that mankind praise agahist their ^iUt 
And mix as much detraction as they cant 
Kaaws tie, that faithless ftQi« W whifper liaa, 
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Am well as trumpet? That his rmity 
Is so much tickled from not hearing all ? 
Koowa this all knower, that from itch of praise, 
Or, from an itch more sordid, ivben he shines, 
Taking his country bv five hundred ears, 
Senates at once admire him and despisct 
Withm-'L: : ':::--:,^r ■;._::... :- : ' -;:■;: '-.i-r. 
Wl^h miiii^fi Lhe HUiiJti more umrwl .u W\*. fame? 
His fiune, whJt:t^i (like the might v Css-At) crown'd 
With laureLsi \ti tulk E^ritRt greatly raJJs, 
By seeming fritpdi^ that l^onour, and d&sLfoy. 
wo rise in Klory, ta ve Bfnk la ;»rtde ; 
Where Irm-Htins entla^ tber*; riignit/ bt^las: 
Jlod yet^ iti'Kft Alton bejf*ntl all mi-^taVe, 
The Dlind LoT4i3a?.o'a pmuit— of bein* pi'oud; 
And dreamii hiros^tr^ren^ing In ioA ML 

An emJDC^nce. tjii^uglt faacit^^ tairt^ tt^fi brain; 
All vice ^nrLtshHlBbyrfi: but of all \'ne; 
Pride loudest calk, usd tor Lbc lar^cat bowl ; 
Because, a)l other vice unlike it flies, 
Id fhct, the point, In fiaincy most pursuM. 

Who court applause, oblige the world in this ; 

They gratify man's passion to refuse. 

Superior honour, when assum'd, is lost ; 

E*en rood men turn banditti, and rejoice. 

Like KouU Kan, in plunder of the proud. 
Though somewhat disconcerted, steady still 

To the world's cause, with half a face of joy, 

Lorenzo cries, — *' Be, then, ambition cast; 

** Ambition's dearer far standa unimpeacb'd, 

** Gay pleasure ! Proud ambition ii her slave ; 

" For her he soars at great, and hazards ill ; 

** For her, be fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 

** And paves his way with crowns, to reach her smile : 

** Who can resist her charms T'— Or, should ? Lorenzo. 

What mortal shall resist, where angels yield ? 

Pleasure's the mistress of ethereal powers ; 

For her contend the rival gods above ; 

Pleasure's the mistress of the world below ; 

And well it is for man that pleasure charms ; 

How would all stagnate, but for pleasure's ray ! 
How would the frozen stream of actum cease ! 

What is the pulse of this so busy world? 

The love of pleasure; that, through ev'ry vein, 

Throws motion, tvarmth ; and shutb out death from lifCf 

Though various are the tempers of mankind, 
Pleasure's gay family holds all in chains : 
Soffit most affect the black ; and some the fair ; 
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Some honest pleasure court : and stifmo obscene. 

Pleasures otecene are vartoua, as the throng 

Of passions, that can err in human hearts ; 

Mistake their objects, or transgress their boonds. 

Think you there's but one whoredom ? Whoredom all, 

Put when our reason licenses delight. 

Dost doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou shalt doubt no more. 

Thy father chides thy gallantries ! yet hugs 

An ugly common harlot in the dark; 

A rank adulterer with others' gold; 

And that hag, Vengeance, in a corner, charm?. 

Hatred her brothel has, as well as iove, 

Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 

Whate'er the motive, pleasure is the mark; 

For her the black assassin draws his sword ; 

For her, dark statesmen trim their midnight lamp. 

To which no single sacrifice may fell ; 

For her the saint abstains ; the miser starves ; 

The stoic proud, for pleasure, pleasure scom'd; 

For her. Affliction's daughters grief indulge,* 

And fijid, or hope, a luxury in tears ; 

For her, guilt, shame, toil, danger, we defy^ 

And, with an aim voluptuous, rush oa death. 

Thus universal her despotic power. 

And as her empire wide, her praise is just. 
Patron of pleasure I dcmter on delight ! _ 
1 am thy rival; pleasure I profess ; 
Pleasure's the purpose of my gloomy song. 
Pleasure is naught but virtue's gayer name ; 
\ wrong her still, I rate her worth too low ; 
Virtue the root, and pleasure is the flower : 
And honest Epicurus* foes were fools. 

But this sounds harsh, and givea the wise olDsQce ; 
If o'erstrain'd wisdom still retains the name. 
How knits austerity her cloudy brow. 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praise ^ 

Of pleasure to mankind, unpi-ais'd, too dear ! 
Ye modern stoics ! hear my soft reply : — 
Their senses men will trust: we can't impose : 
Or, if we could, is imposition right? 
Own honey sweet, but, owning, add this sting; 
*' When mixt with poison, it is deadly too." 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but virtue to be prals'd, as ^d ? 
Why then is health preferr'd before disease 1 
What nature loves is good, without our leave : 
And where no future drawback cries, *' beware :" 
Pleasure, though not from virtue, should prevail. 
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*Ti8 bahD to life, »d gratitude to heevee ; 
How cold our tbaaks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The love of pleasure is mao^B eldest-bom, 
Bcorn in bis cradle, living to bis tomb; 
Wisdom, her younger sister, tbough more gra-Tfr, 
Was meant to minister, and not to mar, 
iBgierial pleasure, queen of human hearts. 

Lorenzo, thou, her majestyls renowned, 
Ttiough uncoift, counsel, learned in the wortcl! 
Who tbink*St thyself a Murray, with disdain 
May^st look on me. Yet, my Demosthenes i* 
Canst thou plead pleasure's cause as i^ell as I ? 
Koow'st tbou ber nature, purpose, parentage i 
Attend my song, and thou shalt know thenv all ; 
And know thyself ; and know thyself to be 
(Strange truUi !) the most abstemious man alive. 
Tell not Calista; she will laugh thee dead; 

Or send thee to ber hermitage with L . 

Absurd presumption ! Thou who never knew'st 

A serious thought ! shalt thou dare dream of joy ?- 

Ko mam e'er found a hapi>y life by chance, 

Or Tftwn'd it into being with a wish; 

Or, with the snout of grov'Jing appetite, 

£*er smelt it out, and grubb'd it from the dirt. 

An art it is, and must be learnt ; and leamt 

With unreihitting effort, or be lost; 

And leaves us perfect blockheads in our bliss. 

The clouds may drop down tkles and estates ; 

Wealth may seek us ; but wisdom must be sought; 

Bought before all; but (how unlike all else 

We seek on earth !) 'tis never sought in vain. [see; 

First, pleasure's birth, rise, strength, and grandeur 
Brought forth by irisdom, nurs'd by discipline, 
By patience taught, by perseverance crown'd, 
8fae rears her head majestic ; round her throoet 

Erected in the bosom of the just, 
ach virtue, listed, fonna her manly guard. 
For what are virtues? (formidable name !) 
What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
Why, then, commanded? Need mankind commaodi, 
At once to merit, and to make, their bliss 1 — 
Great Legislator ! scarce so great, as kind ! 
if men are rational, and love delight, 
I'by gracious law but flatters human choice ; 
In the transgression lies the penalty; 
And they the most indulge w ho most obey. 

■Ill III I ■ III I r ■'' — ^— w^iw^w^^' 

* Afamoui GrtdM omtor. 
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Of pleasure, next, the final cause explore ; 
Its mtgbty purpose, its important end. 
Not to turn human brutal, but to build 
liivine on human, pleasure came from hearen. 
In aid to reason was the goddess sent; 
To call up all its strength by such a charm. 
Pleasure, first succours virtue ; in return. 
Virtue gives pleasure an eternal rei^- 
What, but the pleasure of food, friendship, faith, 
Supports life nat'ral, civil, and divine? 
*Tu (h>m the pleasure of repast, we live ; 
*Tis from the pleasure of applause, we please; 
♦Tis from the pleasure of belief, we pray; 
(All prayer would cease, if unbeliev'd the prize ;) 
It serves ourselves, our species, and our God ; 
And to serve more, is past the sphere of man. 
Glide, then, for ever, pl^asure^s sacred streaml 
Through Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs. 
And fosters ev'ry growth of happy life ; 
Hakes a new Eden where it flows—but sncb 
As must be lost, Lcnrenzo, by thy foil. 

" What mean I by thy fall !'•— Thou'lt shortly see. 
While pleasure's nature is at lai^e displayed; 
Already sung her origin and ends. 
Those glorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 
When pleasure violates, 'tis then a vice. 
And vengeance too; It hastens into pain : 
From due refreshment, life, health, reason, joy; 
From wild excels, pain, grief, distraction, death ; 
Heaven's justice ibis proclaims ; and tint her love. 
What greater evil can I wish my foe, 
Than his full draught of pleasure, from a cask 
UnbrnachM by just authority, unguag'd 
By temperance, by reason unrcfin'd 1 
A thousand demons lurk within the lee. 
Heaven, others, and ourselves ! Uoii^Jur'd tbetiii 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more divine^ 
Angels are m^]& from indulgence there; 
^Tia unrepenting pleasure makes a god 

Post think thyself a god from other joys ! 
A victim rather ! sboKly sure to bleed. 
The wrong must mourn : can heaven's vppointmeivte 
Can man outwit Omnipotence ? strike out [(iUl? 

A self-wroiight happiness unmeant t^ him 
Who made us, and the world we should enjoy ? 
Who forms an instrument, ordains from whence 
lt« dissonance, or harmony, bImU rise. 
Heaven bid the soul this mortal frame ioi^ire ', 
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Bid virtue's ray divine inspire tlie soul 
With uppreearious lows of vital joy ; 
Jknd, without breathing,, man as well might hope 
For life, as, without piety, fo^r peace. 

** Is virtue, then, and piety tbe?ame'?" 
No: pie^ismore; 'tis virtue's source ; 
Moth^ of ev'ry worth, as that, of joy. 
Men of the world this doctrine ill digest; 
They smile at piety; yet boast aloud 
Good will to men ; nor know they strive to part 
What nature joiAs ; and thus confute themselves. '^ 
With piety begins all good on earth ; 
*Ti8 the ftrst-bom of rationality. 
€k>n3cience, her first law broken, wounded lies. 
Enfeebled, lifeless, impotent to good; 
A fteign'd afftection bounds her utmost power. 
Some we can't love, but for th' Almighty's sake • 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man : 
Some sinister intent taints all he does ; 
And in hfe kindest actions he's unkind. 
On piety, humanity is built; 

And, on humanity, nnich happiness ; 

And yet still more on piety itself. 

A soul in commerce with her God, is hcav'n ; 

Feels not the tumults and the shocks of life; 

The whirls of passions, and the strokes of heart. 

A Deity belie v'd, is joy begun; 

A Deity ador'd, is joy advanc'd ; 

A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd. 

Each branch of piety delight inspires ; 

Faith builds^ bridge from this world to the next, 

O'er death's dark gulf, and aU Hs horror hides ; 

Praise, the sweet exhalation of our jov. 

That joy exalts, and makes it sweeter" still ; 

Pray'r ardent opens heav'n, lets down a stream 

Of glory on the consecrated hour 

Of man, in audience with the Deity. 

Who worships the great God, that instant joins 

The first in heav'n, and sets his foot on hell. 
Lorenzo, when w«3t thou at church before 1 

Thou think'st the service long ; but id it just 1 

Though just, unwelcome ; thou hadst rather tread 

Unhallow'd grotmd ; the rouse, to win thine ear, 

Must take an air less solemn. Fhe complies. 

Good conscience ! at the sound the world retires : 

Verse disaffects it, and Lorenzo smiles : 

Yet has she her seraigllo full of charms : 

And such as age shall heighten, not impair. 
o 2 - , 
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Art tbou dejected ? Is tby mind o*ereast ? 

Amid her ftJr ones, thou the Mrest choose. 

To ch«e thy gloom—** Go, fix some weighty truth; 

•* Chahi down some passIoD ; do some gen'rous good: 

*< Teach Ignorance to see, or grief to smile ; 

*' Ck>rrect thy friend; befriend thy greatest foe; 

** Or with wum heart, and confidence divine, 

**■ Spring up, and lay strong hold on him who nuule tbee.*** 

Thy gloc»n Is scattered, sprightly spirits flew. 

Though wither*d is thy vme, and harp uoBtrung. 

Dost call the bowl, the violrand the dance. 
Loud mirth, mad laughter? Wretched comforters ; 
Physicians ! more than half of thy disease- 
Laughter, though never censured yet as trln,. 
(Pardon a thought that only seems severe) 
Is half- immoral : is it much indulged? 
By venting spleen« or dissipating thought. 
It shows a scorner, or it makes a fod; 
And sins, as hurting others, or ourselves. 
^Tki pride, or emptiness, applies the straw. 
That tickles little minds to mirth effuse ; 
Of grief approaching, the portentous sign ! 
The house of laughter makes a- house of wo. 
A man triumphant is a.m(Hi8trou8 sight : 
A man ducted is a sight as mean. 
What cause for triumph, where such ills abound T 
What for dejection, where presides a pow*r. 
Who callM us into being to be blest ? 
So grieve, as conscious, grief may rise to joy; 
So .)oy, as conscious, joy to gri^ may fali. ^ 

Most true, a wise nnn never will be sad : 
But neither will scmorous, bubUing mirth* 
A shallow stream of happiness betray : 
Too happy to be sportive, be*8 serene. 

Tet wpuldst thdu laugh (but at thy own expense) 
This coumel strange should 1 presume to give— 
»* Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay.*' 
There truths abound of sovereign aid to peace; 
Ah ■ do not prize them less, because inspired. 
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud to do. 
V not inspired, that pregnant page had stood. 
Time's treasure ! and the wonder of the wise ! 
Thou think*8t, perhaps, thy soul alone at stake;. 
Alas !— Should men joistake thee for a fool ; — 
What, man of taste for genhis, wisdom, truth* 
Though tender of tby wme, could interpose?. 
Believe me, sense, here, acts a double part,. 
Jjul tlie truecriUe to a<;bristlafitoo. 
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But th«se thou think*:jt, are gloomy paths to joy.— 

True joy ia sunshine ne'er tv-as found at first : 

They, first, themselves otTend, who greatly please ; 

And travail only gives us sound repose. 

Heav'n sells al] pleasure; eflTort is the price; 

The jo3rs of conquest are the joys of man; 

And glory the victorious laurel spreads 

O'er pleasure's pure, perpetual* placid stream. 

There is a time, when toil must be preferred, 

Or joy, by mis-tim'd fondness, is undone. 

A man of pleasure is a man of pains. 

Thou wilt not take the trouble to be blest. 

raise joys, indeed, are bom from want of thought; 

J^rom thought's full bent, and energy, the true ; 

And tkat demands a mind in equal poise. 

Remote from^loomy grief, and glaring joy. 

Much joy not only speaks small happiness, 

But happiness that shortly must expire. 

Can joy, unbottom'd in reflection, stand ? 

And, in a tempest, can reflection live ? 

Can Soy J Ube thine, lecure itself an hour? 

Can )oy, like thine, meet accident unshock'dt 

Or €^ the door to honest poverty 1 

Or talk with threat'ning death, and not turn pale 1 

In such a world, and such a nature, these 

Are needful fundamentals of delight : 

These fundamentals give delight indeed; 

Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ! 

Delight, unshaken, masculine, divine: 

A constant, and a 80un<l, but serious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of severity ? 

It 18 :— Yet far my doctrine fi-om severe. 

•' Rejoice for ever :" It becomes a man; 

Exalts, and sets him nearer to the gods. 

*» Rejoice for ever," nature eric&, *• rejoice;** 

And drinks to man, in her nectareous cup, 

Mixt up of delicates for every sense; 

To the great founder of the bounteous feast, 

Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praise ; 

And he that will not pledge her, is a churi. 

Ill firmly to support, good fully taste, 

lithe whole science of felicity; 

Yet sparing pledge : her bowl is not the test 

Mankind can boast—" A rational repast; 

*' Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 

•* A military discipline of thought, 

*« To foil temptationin the doubtful field ; 

*• Aa 1 ever waking ardour for the right ;" 
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*Ti8 theMt intgive, then guard, a cheerful besrt 
Houcbt that is right liiink Uttle; well aware. 
What reason b!(te, God bids ; by his command 
How aggrandized, the smallefit thing we do t 
Thus, nothing is insipid to the wise; 
To thee, insipid all, but what is mad ; 
Joys seasoned high, and tasting strong of guilt. 
•• Mad ! (then reply'st, with indignation fir»d) 
<• Of ancient sages proud to tread the steps, 
•* 1 follow nature.**— Follow nature still, 
But look it be thine own : Is conscience, then. 
No part of m^urel Is she not supreme ? 
Thou regkide ! O ra&e her (h>m the dead ! 
Then, follow nature ; and resemble God. 

When, spite of conscience, pleasure is pursu'd, 
Man*s nature is unnaturally pleased: 
▲nd what*s unnatural, is painful too, 
At intervals, and must disgust e*en thee ! 
The (kct thou know^st ; but not, perhaps, the cauafe. . 
Virtue's foundations with the world^s were laid ; 
Heav'n mixM her with her make, api twisted cloee 
Her sacred int'rcsts with the strings of life. 
Who breaks her awful mandate shocks himself, 
His better self: And is it greater pain. 
Our soul should murmur, or our dust repine! 
And one, in their eternal war nnist bleed, 
ir one must sulTer, which should least be spared ? 
The pains of mind surpass the pains of sense. 
Ask, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt 
The joys of sense, to mental joys are meao : 
Fense on the present only feeds ; the soul 
On past, and future, forages for joy. 
»Tis her's, by retrospect, through time to range; 
And forward time's great sequel to survey. 
Could hunaan courts take vengeance on the mind, 
Axes might rust, and racks, and gibbets, fall ; 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the rest to fate. 

Lorenzo, wiltthou never be a man? 
The man is dead, who, for the body lives, 
Lur'd, by the beating of his pulse, to list 
With ev'ry lust, that wars against his peace; 
And sets him quite at variance with himself. 
Thyself, first, know ; then love : a self there is 
Of virtue food, that kindles at her charms. 
A self there is, as fond of ev'ry vice. 
While ev'ry virtue wounds it to the heart; 
Humility degrades it, justice robe. 
Blest bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays. 
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And sodlike magnanimity destroys. 
This self, when rival to tlie fornier» scorn ; 
\iVben not in competition, Icindly treat. 
Defend it, feed it :~But when virtue bids, ■ 
Tosa it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 
And why ? *Tis love of pleasure bids thee bleed ; 
Comply, or own self-love extinct, or Mind. 
For what is vice t Self-love in a mistake : 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 
And virtue, what ? *Ti3 self-love in her wits, 
Quite skilful in the market of delight. 
Self-love*8 good sense is love of that dread power, 
Frooi whom she springs, and all she can en^joy. 
Other self-love is but disguisM self-hate ; 
More mortal than the malice of our foes ; 
A self-hate, now, scarce felt; then felt full sore. 
When being, curst; extinction, loud iraplor*d : 
And ev*ry thing preferred to what we are. 

Yet this self-love Lorenzo makes his choice ; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boasts of joy. 
Hbw is his want of happiness betray'd, 
By disaffectioQ to the present hour ! 
Imagination wanders for a-field : 

The future pleases : Why? The present pains.— 
** But that's a secret" — Yes, which all men know : 

And know from thee, discovered unawares 

Thy ceaseless agitation, restless roll 

From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pause ; 

What is it?— 'Tis the cradle of the soul. 

From instinct sent, to rock her in disease. 

Which her physician, reason, will not cure. 

A poor cxpedientT yet thy best; and while 

It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 
Such are liOrenzo's wretched remedies ; 

The weak have remedies^ the wise have joys. 

Superior wisdom is superior bliss. 

And what sure mark distinguishes the wise? 

f ' ' ■ - ■ !■!■ v.;! - :iL fatuff! 



A I'. Jianjre ol e vlls li thy EiH>i] *iu(* re n>e ; 
Uar^hut 111 moUoi), cuniit Ihmi find thy resit 
MaJi'i i!;ical*'J'tstrftnglh "is stiowD in stairdia^ sLlil- 
'J' be first sureaymptPtn era mind m heal Lb, 
1* re^X of he in, and iilei-iurt; felt at tiomc 
False nleaaure from ahrcntiS Isc? joys imricirJi j 
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The tme it fixt, and solid M a rock : 
Blipp'ry tbe folse, and tossing as the wave, 
fpj *• f,^"<I wanderer on earth, like Cajn : 
That, like the ftiblcd, self-enamour'd boy,* 
Home-contemplation her supreme delight: 
Jhe<bH|ad8 an fiiterruptJon from without, 
PmJt with her own condition ; and the more 
Intense she gases, still it charms the more, 
ri'w T° ^u**"PPy t*" *>e thinks, on earth 
Th2I*.^*J^^ not a more happy than himself r 
Then envy dies, and love o'cilows on all ; 
And iQve overflowing makes an angel here. 
Such angels aU,entiUed to repoel • 
T^S.!;5? ***'!"? ^^ '' '^^'^'^^ tempest frowns, 
t5^ "'^uf® ^**'***' ^^ ^^ ^ ^00 heaven ! 
i o lean on Urn, on whom archangels lean ! 

•pwit IP*^** ^X®** "»*^ ^^^°^ ^ the grave, 
•rnfTiSS?? c^cting ev^ry beam of thought, 
FW .m**kJ1^ kindle with divine deleft; ' 
f^i..i2S**I thoughts, like angels, seen of o^d 
J?«S^?^1*!^®*"'^ <=<«"« '^<>»' "»d go to, heaven • 

wi® «®' and dissipation, comfort thee. 
Th«* «1* i ■»«» happy, revelings would cease. 
That opiate for inquietude within. 
liOrenzo! never man was tridy blessed. 
But It composed, and gave him such a cast. 
As folly might mistake for want of joy. 
T i*^i' HP""^® *•»* triumph of the proud; 
A ttodest aspect, and a smile at heart. 
O for a joy ffom thy Philander's spriof .' 
A spnng perennial, rising in the breaSL 
Ai»d permanent, as pure .' No turbid stream 

WW SJ* ^tooce, and leave us in the mire. ^ 
WhJ; T? ^K°^"' ^^® transient joy prefers? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the stifeam ? " 
r»« *? F® **^ sudden sallies of delight; 
convulstons of a weak distemper-d joy. 
Br^lM***!^^'®' atenurcnotastJrt. 
TK-* . .r® " "**"^» *»"t unprccarious bliss : 
WW il'**? ^^^ '' »e" a»». an<* purchase that 
No* -f? f^^'^^f^'ns to contingencies, 
«ot gaio d with ease, nor safely lor«d, if gain'd" 



* KarcissHS. 
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VIRTUJE'S APOLOGY. IM 

At good fortuitous, draw back, and pause; 
Siispect it; what thou canst ensure, enjoy 
And nought but what thou gif'st thyself, is sure 
Reason perpetuates joy that reason gives, 
And makes it as immortal as herself: 
To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 

Worth, conscious worth ! should absolutely rekm 
And other joys ask leave for their approach : 
Nor, unexamined, ever leave obtain. 
Thou art all anarchy ! a mob of joys 
Wage war, and perish in intestine broils; 
Not the lea«t promise of internal peace ! 
No bosom- comfort ! or unborrowed bliss ; 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds : all outward bound. 
Mid sancte, and rocks, and storms.to cruise for pleasure - 
If gain*d, dear bought ; and better missed than gaih'd.* 
Much pain must expiate, what much pain procur'd 
Fancy, and sense, from an infected shore. 
Thy cargo bring; and pestilence the prize. 
Then, such thy thirst (insatiable thirst ! 
By fond indulgence but milam'd the more ') 
Fancy sjtill cruises, when poor sense is tir'd. 

Imagination is the Paphiaashop, 
Where feeble happiness, like Vulcan, lame, 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark recess. 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires) 
With wanton art, those fatal arrows fctt-ra. 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and &me. 
Wouldst thou receive them, other thoughts there are. 
On angel wing, descending from alK>ve, 
Which these, with art divine, woiild count^work, 
And form celestial armour for thy peace. 

In this is seen imagination's guilt; 
But who can count her follies ? She betrays thee, 
To think in grandeur there is something great. 
For works of curious art, and ancient fame, 
Tby genius hungers, elegantly pain'd: 
And foreign climes must cater for thy taste. 
Hence, what disaster !— Though the price was paid, 
That persecuting priest, the Turk of Rome, 
Whose foot (ye gods !) though cloven, must be kiss'di 
Detained thy dinner on the Latian shore ; 
(Such is the fate of honest protestants .') 
And poor magnificence is starved to death. 
Hence just resentment, indignation, ire !— 
Be pacified; if outward things are great, 
♦Tis magnanimity great things to scorn ; 
Bompoujs expeoaeSj aikd parades auguat» 
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160 THE COMPLAINT. IfigMFIII. 

And courts ; that iosalubfious soil to peace. 
True happUiess De*er eater'd at an eye ; 
True happiness resides in things unseen. 
No sofiles of fortune ever btess'd the bad, 
Nor can her ft*owns rob imioeence of Joys; 
That Jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor : 
60 tell his holiness, and be reveog'd. 

Pleasure, we both agree, Is man*s chief good ; 
Our only contest, what deserves the name ? 
Give plcasure*s name to nought^ but what has passed 
Th* authentic seal of reason (which, like Yorke, 
Demurs on what it passes) and de6es 
The tooth of time ; when past, a pleasure stiU « 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for Hs age, 
And doubly to be prized, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our present, Joy. 
Some Joys the future overcast; and some 
Throw all tboir beams that w^. and gild the tomb. 
Somejojrs endear eternity: some give 
Abhorr*d annihilation dreadful channs. 
Are rival Joys contending for thy choice? 
Consult thy whole existence, and be safe ; 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight 
S^hort is the lessOn, though my lecture long ; 
Be good— and let heaven answer for the rest 

Yet, with a sieh o*er all mankind, I grant, 
lo this our day ^ proof, our land of hope. 
The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obscure his sublunary day, « 
But never conquer : E*en the best must own. 
Patience, andresignaticxi, are the pilbirs 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, these : 
But those of Seth not more remote fh>m thee, 
Till this heroic lesson thou hast learnt; 
To frown at pleasure, and to smile in pain. 
Fir*d at the prospect of unclouded bliss. 
Heaven in reversion, like the sun, as yet 
Beneath th* horizon, cheers us in this world ; 
It sheds, on souls susceptible of light. 
The j?iorjous dawn of our eternal day. 

" This (says Lorenzo) is a fair harangue : 
*' But can haran«^ues blow back strong nature's stream ? 
-' Or Ttem the tide heaven pushes through our veins, 
" Which sweeps away roan's impotent resolves, 
" And lays hk labour level with the world V^ 

Ttiemselves men make their comment on mankind; 
/Dil think nought is, but what they 6nd at home : 
i :.i« we;4kiies8 to chjraera turns the truth. 
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HotUag romantic bas the amse preserib'd. 

4» Above, liOreDzo stw the man of earth, 

The Bwrtal man ; and wretched was the sight. 

To balance that, to comfort and exalt, 

Now see the man hmnortait him I mean. 

Who lives as such ; whose heart, full bent on bearen, 

Lieans all that way, hisl^ias to the stars. 

The world^s dark shades, in contrast set, shall raise 

His lustre more ; though bright, without a foil: 

Observe his awful portrait^ and admire ; 

Nor atop at wonder : imitate, and live. 

dome aa^el guide my peaeil, while I draw. 
What nothmg less than angel can exceed, 
A nnn <m earth devoted to the skies; 
Zilke ships at sea, while in, above the wwld. 

With aspect mild, and elevated eye. 
Behold him seated on a mount serene. 
Above the fogs of sense, and passion^s storm; 
All the black cares, and tumults of this life, 
(Like harmless thunders, breaking at his feet) 
iSxelte his pity, not impair tiis-peace. 
Earth*s genuine sons, the Bcepter*d, and the skve, 
A mingled mob ! a wand'ring herd ! he sees, 
Bewildered in the vale; in all unlike ! 
His full reverse in all ! What higher praise ? 
What stronger demonstration of the nght? 

The present all their cire ; the future, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
Tbev give to fame ; his bounty he conceals. 
Theur virtue's varnish nature : his ra^alt. 
Mankind's -esteem they cowt; and he, his own. 
Theirs, the wild chase of false felicities : 
Bis the cQBpo>*d poesessioo of the true. 
Alike throughout is his consistent piece, 
All of one colour, and an even thread; 
While party-coknir'd shreds of happiness. 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe ; each puff of fertune blows 
The tatters by, and shows their nakedness. 

He sees with other eyes than theirs : where they 
BehoUesun, be spies a deity : 
What makes them only smile, makes him adore. 
Where they see mountains, he but atoms sees : 
An empire, In his balance, weighs a grain. 
They things terrestrial worship as dlvbe ; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as dust, 

• Jn a forma mght. 
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Thtt dims bis skbt, aod shert^os hia stdryey, 

Whkb kngs, inuiBBite, to loee aUtooiK}. 

Tkles and iKnoura (if tfaef prove lus liite) 

He lasrs aside to find (liB disoHy ; 

No dignity they ftod hi aught beside. 

Tbey triumph in externals (which concetti 

Maii*8 real glory) proud of an eclipse. 

HWmelf too much be prizes to be proud, 

And nothing thioka so great in man, as mani. 

Too dear he holds his interest, to neglect 

Another^s welfare, or his right in vede ; 

Their interest, like the lion, lives on prey. 

They kindle at the shadow of a wrong ; 

Wrong he sustains with temper, h>ofcs oo lie«T*i»^ 

Nor stoops te think his insurer his foe ; 

Nought, out what wounds his virtue, woonda bis pMc«^ 

A covered heart their character defends ; 

A covered heart denies him half his praise^ 

With nakedness his innocence af^es; 

While their broad foliage testifies their flUI. 

Their no-joys end, where fcisfidl feast begins ^ 

His joys create, theirs murder, future bliss. 

To triumph in existence, his alooe ; 

And his afone, triumphantly to thiiik 

K is true existence is not y«t begun. 

His ^orious course was ywterdajr ccwaplete; 

Death, then, was welcome; yet life stiO ifr sweet. 

But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm. 
Undaunted breast—And whose is that high praise 1 
They yield topleasure, though they danger brave, 
And show do fortitude, but in the field ; 
If there they show it, 'tis for glory shown ; 
Nor wiU that cordial always man their hetfts. 
A cordial his sttstains, that cannot foil : 
By pleasure unsubdued, imbroke by pain, 
He shares in tl^t Omnipotence be trusts. 
All-bearing, all-«ttempting, tUl he faUs ; 
And whenae falls, writes vici* on his shield,. 
I^rom magnanimity, all fear above ; 
From noMer recompense, above applaose : 
Which owes to man's sfa<nrt out-It)ok tX\ its chsnns. 

Backward to credit what he nev«r felt, 
TiOrenzo cries—** Where shines this miracle t 
** From what root rises this immorUI man V^ 
A root that grows not in Lorenso'&grouad ; 
The root dissect, nOr wonder at the flow'r. 

He fbfiowB nature (not like thee !) and shows us 

* J iw>e cQnqvtnd. 
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An \minv«rted gystem of a roan. 

His appetite wears reason's golden chain, 

Aiid finds, in due restraint, its luxury. 

His passion, liJce an eagle well reclaimed. 

Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite. 

Patient hiflf b<^e, unanxioua is his care, 

Hfe caution fearless, and his grief (if grief 

The gods ordain) a stranger to despair. 

And why ?— Because affection more than meet. 

He wisdom leaves not discngag'd from heav'n. 

Those secondary goods that smile on earth. 

He, loving in proportion, loves §n peace. 

They most the world enjoy, who least admire. 

His understanding 'scapes the common cloud 

Wumes, arising IVom a boiling breast. 

His bead is clear, because his heart is cool, 

By worldly coropetitions uninflam'd. 

The mod*rate movements of his soul admit 

Distiaet ideas, and matur'd debate. 

An eye impartial, and an even scale ; 

Whence judgment sound, and unrepentlng choice. 

1 hus in a double sense, the good are wise ; 

On its own dunghill, wiser than the world. 

What then, the world f It roust be doubly weak ; 

Strange truth ! as soon would they belie ve their creed. 
Yet thus it is ; nor otherwise can be : 

80 far from aught romantic w hat 1 sing. 

Bliss has no being, virtue has no strength, 

But from the prospect of immortal life. 

Who thinks earth all, or (what weighs just the same) 

Who cares no farther, must prize what it yields : 

Fond of its fancies *, proud of its parades. 

Who thinks earth nothing, cant its charms admire ; 

He can't a foe, though most malignant, hate, 

Because that hate would prove his greater foe. 

'Tis hard for them (yet who so lou^lly boast 

Good-will to men T) to love their dearest friend ; 

For may not he invade their good supreme. 

Where the least jealousy turns love to gall t 

All shines to them, that for a season shines. 

Bach act. each thought he questions, " what its weight, 

" Its colour what, a thousand ages hence ?'» 

And what it there appears, he deems it now. 

Hence, pure are the recesses of his soul. 

The godlike man has nothing to conceal. 

His virtue con3titutionally deep. 

Has habit's firmness, and affection's flame t 

Angels allied, descend to feed the fire ; 

And death, which others slays, noakes him t god< 
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And Mw, Lorenso, Msot of thk vorid ! 
Wont to disdain poor bifots caught by iMa v^n t 
Stand by thy scorn, andbe reducM to nought : 
ror what art tliou ?— Thou boaster ! while thy sUr«, 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
Lilce a broad mist, at distance strikes us most ; 
And, like a mist, is nothing when at hand ; 
His merit like a mountain, on approach, 
Swells more, and rises nearer to the skies , 
By promise, now, and. by possession soon 
(Too soon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 

From this thy just annihilation rise* 
liOrento, rise to something by replv. 
The world, thy client, listens, and expects ; 
And Imigs to crown thee with immortal pmise. 
Canst thou be silent 1 No : for wit is thine ; 
And wit talks most, when least she has to say. 
And reason interrupts not her career. 

6he*U say —That mists above the mountains rise ; 

And with a thousand pleasantries, amuse ; 
8he*ll sparlde. puEzIe, flutter, raise a dust. 
And fly conviction, in the dust she raised. 

Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taste ! 
*Tis precious, as the vehicle of sense ; 
But, as its substitute, a dire disease. 
Pernicious talent ! Flattered by the world, 
By the blind world, which thinks the talent twe. 
Wisdom is rare, Jjorenzo ! wit abounds : 
Passion can give it ; sometimes wine inspires 
The lucky flash : and madness rarely fails. 
Whatever cause the spirit strongly stirs. 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 
For thy renown, 'twere well, was this the worst ; 
Chance often hits it : sDd, to pique thee xQore, 
jBee dulness, bluod'ring on vivacities. 
Shakes her sage head at the calamity. 
Which has exposM, and let her down to thee. 
But wisdom, awful wisdom 1 which inspects. 
Discerns, compares, weighs, separates, infera^ 
Seizes the right, and holdi it to the last, 
How rare I In senates, synods, sought in vain ; 
Or if there found, 'tis sacred to the few ; 
While a lewd prostitute to multitudes, 
Frequent, as fiital, wit : in civil life. 
Wit makes an enterpriser; sense a man. 
Wit hates authority; commotion loves. 
And thinks herself the lightning of the stora. 
U states, 'tis dangerous f in religion, death ; 
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ihaB wit turn Christfatii, wbwi the dull beli«v« 
8«Dae is our helmet, wit is but the pluoie ? 
The plume exposes, 'tis our helmet saves. 
Sense is the diamond, weighty, solid, sound* 
When cut by wit, it casts a brighter beam;' 
Yet wit ap«t, it is a di'^nond still. 
Wit widow'd of good sense, is worse than nought : 
It hoists more sale to run against a rock. 
Thus half a Chesterfield is quite a fool; 
Whom dull fools scorn, and bless their want of wit 

How ruinous the rock I warn thee shun. 
Where Syrens sit, to sing thee to thy fate ! 
A 5oy, in which our reason bears no part, 
Is out a sorrow tickling, ere it stings. 
Let DOt the cooings of the world allure thee \ 
Which of her lovers ever found her truef 
Happy of this bad world who little know !-~ 
And yet we much must know her, to be safe. 
To know the world, not love her is thy pointy 
She gives but little, nor that little, long. 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulse : 
A dance of spirits, a mere froth of joy. 
Our thoughtless agitation's idle child. 
That mantles high, that sparkles, and expires^ 
Leaving the soul more vapid than before. 
An animal ovation ! such as holds 
' No commerce with our reason, but subsists 
On juices, through the weU-ton*d tubes, well strain'tf 
A nice machine fscarce ever tun'd aright ; 
And when it jars— thy Syrens sing no more ; 
Thy dance is done; the demi-god is thrown 

i8hort apotheosis !] beneath the man, 
coward gloom immersed, or fell despair. 

Art thou yet dull enough despair to dread* 
And startle at destruction 1 If thou art, 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 
(1 field of battle is this mortal life !) 
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart; 
A single sentence proof against the world. 
" Soul, body, fortune ! Ev*ry good pertains 
*» To one of these ; but prize not all alike ; 
♦* The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 
•» Body to soul, and soul submit to God.'* 
Wouldst thou build lasting happiness? Do this; 
Th' inverted pyramid can never stand. 

Is this truth doubtful? (t outshines the sua; 
Kay, the sun shines not, but to show us thia, 
The single lessoa of maakiad on earth. 
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And 9«t^Teft, ivbat t No news ! Bf ankiod is ouk! ? 
i^uch mighty numbers list against the right 
(And what can't numbers when bewitch'd acbieYe?) 
They talk themselves to soroetbins like beiieC 
That all earth*8 joys are theirs : as Athen's fool 
OrinnM from the port, on ev'ry sail his own. 

They grin ; but wherefore 1 And how long the langkt 
Half ignorance their mirth ; and half a lie ; 
To cheat the world, and c^t themselves they sinil«> 
Hard either task ! The most abandonM own. 
That others, tf abandoned, are undcnie: 
Tben, for themselves, the moment reason wakes 
(And proridence denies it long repose) 
O bow laborious is their gayety 1 
They scarce can swallow their ebidlient spleen. 
Scarce muster patience to support the farce. 
And pump sad laughter, till the curtain foils : 
Scarce, did I say f some cannot sit it out ; 
Oft their own daring hands the curtam draw. 
And show us what tbetr jov, by their despair. 

The clotted hair ! gor'd breast ! blaspheming eye ! 
Its impious fury still alive in death I — 
Shut, shut the ahocking scene.— But heaven denies 
A cover to such guilt; and so should man. 
Jjook round Lorenzo! See the reeking blade, 
Tb' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball ; 
The strangling cord, and suffocating stream ! 
The loathsome rottenness, and foul decays 
From raging riot (slower suicides !) 
And pride in these more execrable still !— 
How horrid all to thought! but horrors, these. 
That vouch the truth ; and aid my feeble song. 

From vice, sense, fancy, no man can be blest : 
Bliss is too great to lodge withio an hour : 
When an immortal being aims at bli^, 
Duration is essentia] to the name. 
O for a joy from reason ! joy from that. 
Which makes man, man : and exercised ar^ht. 
Will make him more : a bounteous joy ! that gives 
And promises; that weaves with art divine. 
The richest prospect into present peace : 
A joy ambitious i joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal and their greater for : 
A joy hi<rh privileged from chance, time, death ! 
A joy which death shall double ! judgment crown ; 
CrownM higher, and still higher, at each stage, 
Through blest eternity's long day; yet still, 
Not more remote from sorrow, than from him, 
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Whose laEvbb btnd, wbose lore •top«adolli^pOurft 
So much of detty oaguilty dust. 
There, O my Lucia I may I meet thes there. 
Where not thy {presence can improve my bliss! 

AHTeetft not this the sages of the Tvorld ? 
Can nought affect tbeni> but what fools them too ? 
Eternity depending on an hour, 
Mi^e serious thought mao^s wisdom, joy, and praise. 
Nor need you blush (though sometimes your designs 
May shun the light) at your designs on heav*B : 
Sole point ! where over-bashful is your blame. 
Are you not wise? You know you are. Yet hear 
One truth, amid your num'rous schemes, mislaid,. 
Or over-look'd, or thrown aside, if seen ; 
«>' Our schemes to plaa by this world, or the next, 
^ Is the sole difference between wise and fool.*' 
AU worthy men will weigh you in this scale. 
Whet wonder, then, if they pronounce you light 1* 
Is their esteem al(me not worth your care ? 
Accept my simple scheme of common sense; 
Thus, save your fame, and make two worlds your owa. 

The world replies not!— but the world persists^ 

And puts the cause off to the longest day, 

Planning evasions for the day of doom. 

So for at that re-hearing, from redress. 

They then turn witnesses against themselves. 

Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wise to-morrow. 

Haste, haste ! a man, by nature, is in haste ;. 

For who shall answer for uiother hour? 

*Tt3 highly prudent, te make one sure friend ; 

And that thou canst not do, this side the skies. 
Ye sons of earth ! (nor willing to be Baore !) 

Since verse you think from priest-craft somewhat free>. 

Thus in an age BO gay, the muse plain truths 

(Truths whicn at church you might have heard in prose) 

Has ventured into light; well-pleas*d the verse 

Should be forgot, if you the truths retain ; 

And crown her with your welfore, not your praise. 

Blit vrA^sr- ■!,;? r,r.;1 r."\ fp-- ' -ro TTV fjti^ . 

AjilI ■ . .... -.t- J5ulf. 

f i[3<T nimji- ri]i auiitie voturrte', nijnty iucrni, 
Must die r and die uRWppt; O thou mmmo, 
De^otfld pape ' pi foitli amoDg thy f«e3 ; 
Bq, nnhly prf5iid of nsaf Lyrdoni fof truth* 
And dife 6 douyadestki' MsnJfJDd incf^ftJiM, 
D^nlesi thee Umg in Utp t Nor shfllt thnu rest, 
When ihDu Hfl dead; in StrjfSiiii eha<ies vraigo*d' 
ly LuciT^r, ^ irvitoj: lo bis Uucue ) 
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And Md biatphemer of hb friend —the worid ; 
The worid wnose legions cost him slender pajr. 
And Tolunteers around his banner swarm ; 
Prudent, as Prussia, in her zeal for Gaul. 

•* Are, all. then, fools 1" Ijorenzocries.— Teatll, 
But auch aa hold this doctrine (new to thee ;) 
** The mother of true wisdom is the will ;** 
The noblest inteUect, a fool without it 
Worid-wisdom much has done, and more may do. 
In arts and sciences, in wars and peace ; 
But art and science, Hke thy wealth, will leave thee* 
And make thee twice a beg^ at thy death. 
This is the most indulgence can alTord \— 
«* Thy wisdom all can do, bat— make thee wise.** 
Vor think this censure is severe on thee; 
^tan, thy master, I dare call a dunce. 
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CONSOLATION. 

I^WkT IX. 

CootaifliDg, among other thiogii, 

I. A MORAL SURVEY OF THE NOCTURNAl 

HEAVENS. 

2: A NIGHT- ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 

Inscribed to 

HIS ORACC TH£ DUKE Of ITEWCASTLC, 

But of bis Maje8ty*b Principal SecreUries of State 
^ PatiseontrartaFataregtnaent^ Tim. 



As when a traTeller, a long day past 
fn painful search of what he cannot find, 
At night's approach* content with the next cot, 
There nuninates, awhile, his labour lost; 
Then cheers his heart with what bis ftte affordf , 
And chants hb sonnet to deceive the time, 
^nil the due season calls him to repose : 
Thus I, long-traveird in the ways of men. 
And dancing, with the rest, the giddy maze, 
Where disuipointment smiles at hope's career ; 
Warn*d by the languor of life's ev'nmg rar. 
At length have housed me in an humble shed : 
Where, future wand*rii% banish'd from my thought, 
And waiting, patient, the sweet hour of rest ; 
1 ehase the moments with a serious song. 
Ikmg soothes our pains ; and age has pains to sooth. 
When age, care, crime, and friends, embrac*d at hearty 
Torn from iDy bleeding breast, and dtath's dtolt shade, 
H 
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Which boren o>r ne, qtraiieh th* ethereal fire; 
CaoBt thou, O oight! inditlfe one labour more \ 
Oae laboor more indulge ! then sleep my straid ! 
Till, haply wak'd by maptaa^s golden 4yre, 
Where nlgbt, death, age, care, erime, and aorroir. 
To bear % part in everlastiof lays ; [cease ; 

Tho* far, Ihr higher set, in aun, I trust, 
8yii^>honious to this humUe prelude here. 

Has not the muse asserted pleasures pure, 
Lilie those above exploding other Jotb f 
Weigh vhat was urgM, Lorenzo ! ran-ly weirli; 
And tell aie, bast thou cause to triumph still t 
1 think tbou wUt forbear a boast so bold. 
But if* beneath the fkvour of mistake, 
The sinHe*8 sincere, not more sincere can be 
L<nrettzo*8 smile, than my compassion for him. 
The siclc in body call for aid : the sicli 
Id mind are covetous of more disease; 
And when at worst they dream themselves quite well 
To Icnow ourselves diseased, is half our cure. 
Whan natttre*8 blush by custom is wip*d off. 
And consdoiee, deaden*d by repeated strol^es, 
Has kito manners naturali£*d our crimes, 
The citfse of curses is, oar curse to love ; 
To triumph in the blackness of our guilt, 
{As Indians glory in the deepest jet;) 
And throw aside our senses with our peace. 

But, grant nO' guilt, no shame* no least alloy : 
Grant joy and glory, quite unsullied 8b(me : 
Tet, stiu, it ill deserves Lorenzo's heart. 
Ho joy, no glory, glitters in thy sight. 
But through the thin partition (tf an hour, 
1 Bee its sables wove by destiny; 
And that in sorrow bury'd ; this in shame ; 
Wbile howling furies ring the doleful knell ; 
And conscience, now so soft thou scarce caott hear 
Her whisper, echoes her eternal peal. 

Where the prime actors of the last year's scene ; 
Thek port so proud, their Iniskin, and their plume t 
How many sleep who kept the world awake 
With lustre and with noise ! Has death proclaimed 
A truce, and hung his sated lance on hign*! 
^is braDdish'd still, nor ehall the present year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf. 
Or spread of feeble lifea thinner faJL 

But seedJess monuments to wake the thought ; 
Lif«*3 gayest scenes speak man's mnrtalitv; 
Though m a style more florid, full as pkiiiK 
As mausoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 
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Wbat are ear noblest omaineiits, but deaths 
TurD*d flatterers of life, in paint, or marble. 
The well-staioM canvass, or the featur'd stone 1 
Our ftthers grace, or rather haunt, the scene. 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

** Ppftfest divercions ! cannot these escape ?' 
Far tnm it : These present us with a shroud ; 
And talk (tf death, like garland o*er a grave. 
As sMne bold plunderers, for bury'd wealth. 
We ransack tombs for pastime ; trom the dust 
Call up the sleeping hero ; bid him tfead 
The scene for our amusement : How like gods 
We sit; and, wrapt in immortalitv, 
8 bed gen'rous tears on wretches boro to die; 
Their fate deploring, to forget our own! 

What, all the pomps and triumphs of our lives. 
But hsgacies in blossom ! our lean soil, 
Lu:xurjant grown, and rank in vanities. 
From friends Interr'd beneath: a rich manure; 
lake other worms, we banquet on the dead; 
I^e other worms shall we crawl on, aor know 
Our present frailties, nor approaching fate? 
Jjorenzo ! such the glories of the WOTld ! 
Wbat is the world itself? Thy world?— A grave., 
Where is the dust that has not been alive 1 
The spade, the plough, disturb our ancestors; 
From human mould we reap our dally bread. 

The globe around earth's hollow surface shakes* 

And is the ceiling of her sleeping sons. 

O'er devastation we blind revels keep ; 

Whole bury'd towns support the dancers heel. 

The moist of human frame the sun exhales ; 

Winds scatter thro' the mighty void, the dry; 

Earth repossesses part of w bat she gave. 

And the freed spirit mouats on wings of fire ; 

Each element partakes qur scatter'd spoils ; 

As nature, wide, our ruins spread : man^s death 

Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 
^or man alone : his breathing bust expires. 

His tomb is mortal; empires die : Where now, 
' The Roman 1 Greek? They stalk an empty name > 

Yet few regard them in this useful light; 

T bough half our learning is their epitaph. 

When down thy vale, unlock'd by midnight thought, 

T bat loves to wander in thy sunless realms, 

O death ! I stretch my view ; what visions r'm ; 

Whattriiunphs ! toils imperial Arts divine I 

In witberM laurels glide before my sigXt J 
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Wlnt lensUM of (kr (koaM tgfls, bOloir^d bigb 

With hunao igltatiod, roll along 

1o uiuubstaotial imtses of air ? 

The melanelKdy ghosts of dead renowo, 

Whispering faint echoes of the world's apptause^ 

WKhpenftential aspect, as they pass, 

All point at earth, and hiss at human pride. 

The wisdom of the wise, and praocings oftiie great 

But, O Lorenzo, tu the rest abo\'e, 
Of ghastly nature, and enormous size, 
One fbrm assaults my sight, and chills my Mood, 
And shakes my frame. 0( oae departed worid 
I see the mighty shadow : owy wreath 
And dismal sea-weed crown her !* o*er her am 
Keclin'd, she weeps her desolated realms. 
And bloated sons; and, weeping, prophecies 
Another's dissduti<Mi, soon, in ftames. 
But, nice Cassandra, prophecies in vafai; 
In vain, to many; not I trust to thee. 

For, know'st thou not, or art thou loath to loiow, 
The great decree, the counsel of the skies? 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful powW. 
Prime ministers of Tcngeance ! ChainM ht carta 
Distinct, apart, the giant furies roar; 
Apart; or, such their horrid rage for ruin, 
In mutual conflict wouldthey riste, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was ^uite devour'd. 
But not (br tbb, ordaiD*d their boundless rage : 
When heaven's inferior instruments of wrath, 
War, femine, pestilence, are found too weak 
To scourge a worM for her enormous crimes. 
These are let loose, alternate : down they rush. 
Swift and tempestuous, from th' eternal throne 
With irresistible commission arm'd, 
The world, in vain corrected, to destroy. 
And ease creation of the shocking scene. 

Seest thou, I^orenzo, what depends on man 1 
The late of nature ; as for man ner birth. 
Earth's actors change earth's transitory scenes, 
And make creation groan with human girilt. 
How must it groan in a new deluge whelm'd, 
But not of waters ! At the destin'd hour, 
By the loud trumpet snmmon'd to the charge, 
See, all the formidable sons office, / 

Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 
Their various engines ; all at once disgorge 

* The DcTuge rtftntd to in GttuHs vij.'Si, 
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Their blazlns nuigtzi&es ; and take, by storm, 
This poor terrestrial citadel orman. 

Amaziog period ! when each mountain-height 
Out-bunis Vesuvius; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted mass, as rivers once they pour*d ; 
Stars ru3h ; and Cnal ruin fiercely drives 
Her plough-share o'er creation .'—While aloft, 
More than astniiishnient ! if more can he I 
Far other fir mament than e'er was seen, 
Than e*er was thought by man ! Far other stars ! 
Stars aoiDoate, that govern these of fire ; 
Far other sun I — A sim, O how unlike 
The babe at Bethle'm ! How unlike the man 
That groao*d on Calvaiy ! Yet he it is ; 
That n»an of sorrows ! O bow changed ! What pomp ! 
In grandeur terrible, all heaven descends ! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
A BTVifl archangel with his golden wine. 
As blots and clouds, that darken and disgrace 
The scene divine, sweeps stars and suns aside. 
And now, all dross remov'd, heaven's own pure day, 
Full OK the confines of our ether, flames, 
While (dreadful contrast !) far, how far beneath ! , 
HeU bursting, belches forth her blazing seas, 
And storms sulphureous; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo, welcome to this scene ; the last 
In nature^s course ; the first in wisdom's thought. 
This strikes, if aught can strike thee ; this awakes 
The most supine; this snatches man from death. 
Rouse, rouse, Lorenzo, then, and follow me, 
Where truth, the most momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls my soul, and ardour wings h^r flight. 
I find my inspiration in my theme ; 
The grandeur of my subject k my muse. 

At midnight (when mankind is wrapt in peace, 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams ;) 
To give more dread to maa's most dreadful hour, 
At midnight, *tis presumed this pomp v/ill burst 
From tMirold darkness ; sudden as the spark 
From smitten steel; firom nitrous grain, the blaze. 
Man, starting from his couch, shall sleep no more ! . 
The day is broke, which never more shall close ; 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all ! 
Terror and glory, join'd in their extremes ! 
Our GOD in grandeur, and our Tsorld on fire ! 
All nature struggling In the pan^is of death ! 
Don tlhou not hear her 1 Dost thou not deplore 
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Her strfjog eooTulsidos, tnd her final sroen t 
Where are we now ? Ah, me ! The ground is gone 
Oo wbieh «e stood, Lorenzo ! Whfle thou iDay*st 
Provide more firm support, or silk for ever ! 
^avhere t How 1 Pram whence ? Vahi hope! It is too lete! 
yWhere, where, for shelter, shall the guilty ily, 
I When coDsteroatioo turns the good man palet 
( Greet day ! for which all other dajrs were made* 
For which earth rose from chaos, man from eerth s 
And an eternity, the date of gods. 
Descended on poor earth-created nnn ! 
Oreat day oT dread, decision, and despair ! 
At thought of thee each sublunary wish 
Ivets go its eager grasp, and drops the world ; 
And catches at each reed of hope in heaven. 
At thought of thee !— And art thou absent then t 
lioreaza, no; His here;— H is begun;— 
Aires Jy is begun the grand assize. 
In thee, in all : deputed c<M»cience scales 
The dread tribunal, and forestalls our doom; 
Forestalls ; and by forestalling, proves it sure. 
Why oo himself should man void judgment pass f 
l3 idle nature laughing at her sons ? 
Who conscience sent, her sentence will support. 
And Got} above assert that God in man. 
Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court 

Heaven opens m their bosom : but, bow rare ! 

Ah. Ke 1 that magnanimity, how rare ! 

What hero, like the man who ptands hnnseif ; 

Who dares to meet bis naked heart alone ; 

Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 

Resolv'd to silence future murmurs there ! 

Tbe coward flies : and, flying, is imdone. 

^ Art Ihnu a ctmard 1 No':) the coward flies; 

Thinks, but thinks slightly ; aaks, but fears to know 

Asks. " What is truth r' with Pilate; and retires ; 

Dissolves the court, and mingles with the throng ; 

AsyluGi Fad ! from reason, hope, and heaven ^ 
fecall ill, but m»n, look out with ardent eye. 

For taat p:reat day, which was ordain'd for man "! 

O day of consummation ! Mark supre-ne 

( If men are wise) of hpman thought .' nor least 

Or in *he Figin of angeb, or their Kicg ! 

Angeis, whoie radiant circles, height o'er height. 

Order o'er orJcr, riaingrllaze o*cr blaze, 

As in a theatre, surrcuu J thi? scene, 

Intent on roan, an i anxidus for bis fate. 

Ahg€l8 look out for thee r for thee their Lord, 
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To vindicate hit elory t and for thee, 

Creation uniTiftnil calls aloud. 

To dis-lnvolve the moral worldt aAd give 

To iiature*s renovation brighter charms. 
8baU man alone, whose fiite, whose final fate, 

Hao'ga on that hour, exclude it from his thought? 

I think of nothing else ; I see ! I feel it t 

All nature, like an earthquake, trembiiug round ! 

AU deities, like summer^s swarm, on wi^ ! 

AU basUng in the full meridian blaxe ! 

I see the Judge enthron*d ! The flaming guard ! 

The volume open*d ! Opoa'd eWy heart ! 

A sun-beam pointing out each secret thought ! 

Kg patron ! Intercessor n(me! Kbw past 

The sweet, the clement, mediatorial nour ! 

For guilt no plea ! To pain, no pause '. no bound ! 

Inexorable, all ! and all, extreme ! 

Nor man alone; the foe of Ood and man, 

From bis dark den, blaspheming, drags his chain, 

And rears his bra7.en front, with thunder scarred ; 

Receives bis sentence, and be^ns his hdl. 

All vengeance past, now, seems abundant grace : 
rUke meteors in a stormy sky, how roll 
4llis baleful eyes ! He curses whom he dreads ; 

And deans it the flrst moment of his falL 
»Tie present to my thought !— And yet where m it? 

Angels can^t tell me; angels cannot guess 

The period ; from created bebgs locked 

In darlcness. But the process, and the place. 

Are less obscure : for ttiese^may man inquire. 

Say, tbou great close of human hopes and fears! 

Great icey of hearts ! Great finisher of fiites ! 

Great end! and great beginning! Say, where art tbou? 

Art tliou Id time, or in eternity 1 
Nor in eternity ; nor time, I find thee. 
These, as two monarchs, on their borders meet 
(Monarchs of all elapsed, or unarriv^d !) 
As in debate, how best their powers auied 
Mayswell the grandeur, or discharge the wmth 
Or HIM whom both their monarchies obey. 

Time, this vast fabric for him built (and dbom*d 
With him to lUl) now bursting o*er his bead : 
Ills lamp, tbe sun, extinguistrd ; from beneath 
The frown oi Iddeous darkness, calls his stms 
From their long slumber; from earth^s heaving w(HBb 
To second bhrtn ; contemporary throng ! 
Rous*d at one call, upstarting fvom one bed. 
Treat 14 one crowd, appallM with one amaze, 
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He turns them o*cr, eternity ! to thee. 
Then (as a king depos'd disdains to live) 
He ^Xis on his own scythe ; nor falls alone ; 
His greatest foe fklls with him; Time, and he 
Who raurder'd all thne's offspring, death, expire. 

Time was ! Eternity now reigns alone ! 
Awfttl eternity ! ofTended queen! 
And her resentment to mankind, howjuat! 
With kind intent, soliciting access, 
How often has she knocked at human hearts ! 
Rich to repay their hospitaUty, , 
How oiten call'd ! and with the voice of God ;. 
Yet bore repulse, excluded as a cheat ! 
A dream ! wnile foulest foes found welcome there. 
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her smile. ^ 

For, lo t her twice ten thousand gates l^own widr»- 
As thrice from Indus to the fh)zeD pdle. 
With banners, streamiog as the comet's Dlaze* 
And clarions, louder tlian .the deep in stormt, 
yonorouB as immortal breath can blow, 
Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and poWW, 
Of light, of darkness ; in a middle field, 
Wide, as creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral region ? there to mark th* event 
Of that great drama, whose preceding scenes 
DetainM them close spectators, througb a \eag^ 
Of a«es, rip*ning to this grand result ; 
Ages, as yet uunumber'dbut by Cod; 
Who now, pronouncing sentence, vindicates 
Tlie rights of virtue, and his own renown. 

Eternity, tte various sentence past, 
Assigns the scver'd throng distinct abodes, 
,<=Julphureou8, or ambrosial : What ensues ?■ 
The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 
Which makes a hell of hell, a heav'n of heavHh 
The goddess, with determinM aspect, turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous size 
Through destiny's inextricable wards. 
Deep-driving ev'ry bolt, on both theit ftitea. 
Then, (torn the crystal battlements of beav'a,^ 
Down, down she hiffls it through the dark proRnmd,^ 
Ten thousand thousand fathom; there to rust, 
And ne'er unlock her resolution more. 
The deep resounds, and bell, through ajl' her gKxana,. 
Returns, in groans, the melanchdly roar. 
• O how vnOke the chorus of the skies ! 
€> how unlike those shouts of joy, that shake 
The whole ethereal : bow the concave ricgel 
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Nor strange I when deities their voice exalt -^ 
And louder far«-thaD when creation iosf% 
" To see crealioD*s god-like aim, and end,' 
So well accompllsh'd ! so divinely clos'd .'■_ 
To seethe mifnity dramatist's last act 
(As meet) in glory rising o'er tiie rest 
r^o £snc7*d god, a God indeed descends, 
To solve all Icnots ; to strike the moral home 
To throw full day on cbrkest scenes of time : 
To clear* conunend, exalt, and crown the whole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praise. 
The charm'd spectators thunder their applause ; 
And the vast void beyond, applause resouncb. 

What then am I? 

Amidst applauding worlds, 
And worlds celestial, is there found on earth, 
A peevish, di-^onant, rebelUoua string. 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains ^ 
Censure on thee, Lorenzo ! I suspend, 
And turn it on myself j how greatly due t 
AH, all is right, by God ordajn*d or done; 
And who, but God, resum'd the friends be gave? 
And have I been ccmpkining, then, so long? 
Complaining of bis fav.our8. pain, and death ? 
Who, without pain's advice, would e*er be good? 
Who. without death, but would be good hi vain? 
Pain is to fave from pain ; all punishment. 

To make for peace : and death, to save from death ; 
And second death, to guard immortal life ; 

To rouse the careless, the presumptuous awe, 
And turn the tide of souls another way ; 
By the same tenderness divine ordain'd. 

That planted Eden, and high-bloomed lor man, 

A fairer Eden, endless, in the skies. 
Heav*n ^ves us friends to bless the present scene ,, 

Resumes them, to prepsffe us for the next. 

All evils natural, are moral goods; 

All dbcipline, indulgence, on the whole. 

iXone are unhappy ; all have cause to smile, 

But such as to themselves that cause deny. 

Our fouHs are at the bottmn of our pains ; 

£rror>in act, or ju^ment, is. the source 

Of endless sigl» : we sin, or we mistake. 

And nature tax, when false opinion stings. 

I.et impious grief be banishM, joy indulged. 

But chiefly ±Ben. when grief puts in her claiis. 

Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays, 

Oft Uves ia canity, and dies in wo. 
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Jot tmkbt IHit eorrolwMtes, •salts ; 

*Ti8joy, and eonquMt; joy, and Tirtue too. 

A noUe fortitude in ilia, dellfbti 

HeaT'n, earth, ourselves : *ti8 duty, glory, peace* 

AflUctioo is the good Bian's shining scene; 

Prosperity conceals his br^test ray ; 

As night to stars, wo lustre gives to man. 

Heroes iobattle» pilots in4he storm, 

And virtue io calamities, admire. 

The crown of manhood is a winter's joy ; 

An evergreen, that stands the northern Mast, 

And blossoms in the rigour of our ftte. 

*Ti8 a prime part of nappiness, to know 
How much unhapplness must prove our lot 
A part which few possess I Pll pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour. 
Nor think it misery to be a man ; 
Who thinks it is shall never be a god. 
Some ills we wish for, when we wish to Hve. 

What spoke proud passion ?-*• •Wish my being lost P* 
Presumptuous ! blasphemous ! absurd ! and folae .' 
The triumph of my 80ulis,'^That I am; 
And therefore that I may be-— What t Lorenoo! 
txx>k inward, and look deep; and deeper still; 
VnfothomablTdetp our treasure runs 
In golden veins, through all eternity ! 
Ages, and ages, and succeeding still 
l<ew ages, where this phantom of an hoiff. 
Which courts, each night, dull slumber, for repair, 
Fhall wake, and wondw, and exult, and praise, 
And fly through infinite, and all unlock; 
And (if deserved) by heavVs redundant lore, 
Made half-ador^le itself, adore ; 
And find, in adoration, endless joy ! 
Where thou, not master of a moment here. 
Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale> 
May 'St boasts whole eternity, enricbM 
With all a kind Omnipotence can pour. 
8ince Adam fell, no mortid, uninspir'd, 
Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever sbaU, 
How kind is God, how great (if good) Is man. 
jNo man too largely from heav'o's love can hope. 
If what is bc^'d he labours to secure. 

Ills ?-tbere are none ! AH Gracious ! none fWMD thee ; 
From manful! many ! numerous is the race 

• Re/lrringto ike first liigftt. 
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or bUckest ais, ind t1i08« imiDortal too, 

Begot by madness on fiir liberty ; 

Hear'n's daughter, hell d^Mueh'd ! her fa^nd alone 

Uoloeke destruction to the sods of nea. 

Past barr*d by thine ; high waird with adamtnt, 

Guarded with terrors reaching to this Trorld, 

And cover»d with the thunders of thy law ; 

Whose threats are mercies, whose iiuunetioBS, guides, 

Assisting, not restraining, reason's choice ; 

Whoee saoctioiK, unavoidable results 

From oatore^ coiurse, indulgently revealM; 

If unreveal*d, more dangerous, not less sure. 

Thus, an indulgent flitber warns bissiMis, 

*• Do this ; fly that"— nor always tells the cauae; 

Pleas*d to reward, as duty to bis will, 

A conduct needful to their own repose. 

Great Ood of wonders ! (if, thy loTe sarvey'd, 
Aught else the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are these, on which to build our trust ! 
Thy ways admit no hlemteh; none 1 find; 
Or this alone — •* That none w to be found." 
Not one, to soften censure's hardy crime ; 
Not one, topalllate peevish grief's complaint. 
Who, like a daemon murm'rin^, fWun the dust. 
Dares into judgment call her judge.— Supreme ! 
For all I Mess thee; most, for the severe; 
•Her death — my own at hand— the fiery gulf, 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent f 
It thunders ; — but it thunders to preserve ; 
It strengthens what it strikes} its wholesome dread 
Averu the dreaded pain; its hideous groans 
Join heav*n's sweet balleligahs in thy praise. 
Great source of good akme ! How kind in all I 
lu vengeance kind ! pain, death, Gehenna, save* 

Thus, in thy world material, mighty mindl 
^ot that alone which solaces, and shines, 
The rough and gloomy, challenges our praise. 
The wiuter is as needful as the spring; 
The thunder as the sun : a stagnate mass 
Of vapours breeds a pestilential air: 
Nor more propitious the Favonian In^eze 
To nature's health, than purifying storms ; 
The dread volcano miniiiters to good. 
Its smother'd flames might undermine the world. 
Loud JEtnas fulminate in love toman; 
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CoiMtB good omene we, wh^ doly 84»iin*d; 
Aiid» Ib their use, eclipses learn to shine. 

MlM is responsible for ills received ! 
Those we call wretched are a cboseo I^and, 
Compeird to refuge in the rfeht, tat peace. 
Amid my list of blessings inffliite, 
Stand this the foremost, " That my heart has bled," 
*Tis heave's last eflfort of good-will to man ; 
When [)aio can't bless, heav'n quits us in despair. 
Who fails to grieve, when just occasion calls. 
Or grieves too much, deserves not to be blest : 
lohuman, or efiteminate, his heart ; 
Reason absolves the grief ^ which reason enda. 
May heav'nne*er trust my friend with happiness. 
TUI it has taught him how to bear it weuT 
Bjrprerious pain, and made it safe to smile ! 
Such smiles are mine, and such may they remain ; 
Nor hazard their extinction, fwrni excess- 
My change of heart a change of style dea»nda; 
The consolation cancels the complaint, 
And makes a convert of my guilty song. 

As when e'er-laboured, and inclin'd to breathe, 
A panting traveller, some rising ground. 
Some small ascent, has gained, be turns him roundv 
And measures with his eye the various vales, 
The fields, woodtj meads, and rivers, he has past ; 
And, satiate ot his journey, thinks of home, 
KndearM by distance, nor affects more toil ; 
rhus I, though small, indeed, is that ascent 
The muse has gaia*d, review the paths she trod : - 
Various, extensive, beaten but by few ; 
And, conscious of her prudence in repose. 
Pause ; and with pleasure meditate an end, 
Though still remote ; so fruitful is my theme. 
Through many a field of moral and divine. 
The muse has fitray^d; and much of sorrow seen 
In human ways ; and much of false and vain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can miss. 
O'er friends deceas'd full heartily she wept j 
Of love divine the wonders she display'd: 
Prov'd man immortal; show'd the source of joy ; 
The grand tribunal rais'd ; assiguM the bounds 
Of human grief ; in few, to close the whole. 
The moral muse has shadow'd out a sketch. 
Though not in form, nor with a Rapbael-strt^e, 
Of most our weakness needl believe or do, 
In this our hind of travel, and of hope, 
ror peace on earth, or pffOQ>ect of the akies. 
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Wh»t then remaios ?— Mueh ! much i a migfat^r debt 
ToflTdischarg^d ; these thoughts, O night ! are thine ; 
from thee they came, like lovers* secret sighs. 
While Others slept So, Cynthia (poets feign) 
In shadows veil'a, soft sliding from her sphere, 
Ifer shepherd cheer'd ; of her eiiamour*d lesi, 
Than I of^hee~-Aad art thou still unsung. 
Beneath whose brow, and by whose aid, I sing ? 
Immortal silence !— Where shall I begin 1 
Where end t Or how steal music from the spheres, 
To sooth tliek goddess 1 

O majestic n^ht! 
Nature*s gceat ancestor ! Day's elder boro t 
And fated to stirvire the transient sun ! 
By mortals, and immortals seen with awe ! 
A starry crown thy raven-brow adorns. 
An azure zone, thy waist: clouds, in heav'n's loom 
Wrought through varieties of shape and shade, 
In anople fblds of drapery divine, 
Thv BowiDg mantle form ; and heav*n throughout, 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train. 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature's most august 
Inspiring aspect !) claim a grateful verse : 
And, like a sable curtain starr'd with gold, 
Drawn o^er my labours past, shall close the scene. 

And what, O man ! so worthy to be sung t 
What more prepares us for the sonei of heav'n? 
Creation of archangels is the theme! 
What, to be sung, so needful 1 What so well 
Celestial joys preooures us to sustain t 
The soul of man, His face designed to see. 
Who gave these wonders to be seen by man. 
Has here a previous scene of objects great 
On which to dwell ; to stretch to that expanse 
Of thought, to rise to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe. 
And give her whole capacities that strengtht 
Which best may qualify for final joy. 
The more our spirits are enlarged on earth. 
The deeper drauKht shall they receive of beav*n. 

HeaWs King 1 whose face unveilM consummatee 
Redundant bliss ! which fills that mighty void, [blist ; 
The whole creation leaves in buraanliearts ! 
Thou who didst touch the lip of Jesse^s son,* 
Rapt in siveet contemplation of these fires, 
And set his harp in concert with the spheres ! 

• David, \ Samudvii. 18. 24. 
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Wbifoof thy works material the supreme 
1 dare attempt, assist my daring sons. 
Loose me Arom earth*8 indosure, from the sun's 
Contracted circl^set my heart atlai^go; 
nkohiate my spirit, rive it range 
Through prOTincea of thought yet unexplorM : 
Teach me, by this stupendous scaffolding, 
Creation's golden steps, to climb to Thee. 
Teach me with art, great nature to control, 
And spread a lustre o'er the shades of night. 
Feel I thy kind assent ? And shall the sun 
Be seen at midnight, rising in piy song ? 

Lorenzo ! come, and warm thee : thou whose }ieart 
Whose little heart, is mporM Within a nook 
Of this obscure terrestrial , anchor weigh. 
Another ocean calls, a noUer port ; 
I am thy pilot, I thy progp'rousgale. 
Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main ; 
Main, without tempest, pirate, rock, or shore ; 
And whence thou may*st Import eternal weal t h ; 
And leave to beggar'd minds the pearl aud gold. 
Thy travels dost thou boast o'er foreign realms ? 
Thou stranger to the world ! thy tour begin ; 
Thy tour through nature's universal orb. 
Xviture delineates her whole chart at Urge, 
On soaring souls, that sail among the spheres ; 
And man how purblind, if unknown tlie whole '. 
who circles spacious earth, then travels here, 
Shall own, he never was from home before ! 
Come, my *Prometheus, from thy pointed rock 
Of false ambition, if unchain'd. we'll mount; 
We'll innocently steal celestial fire. 
And kindle our devotion at the stars ; 
A theft that shall not chain, but set thee free. 

Above our atmosphere's intestine wars. 
Rain's fountain-head, the magazine of hail ; 
Above the northern nest«? of feather'd snows, 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning : 'bove the cavM 
Where infant tempests wait their growing wings, 
And tune their tender voices to that i^oar. 
Which soon, perhaps, shall shake a guilty world : 
Above misconstru'd omens of the sky, 
Far traveU'd comets calculated blaze, 
glance thy thought, and think of more than man. 

^ I^ightthi Eighth. 
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T hj soul, till now, contracted, wither'd, ehr^pk, 

Blighted by blasts of earth's uimbolesome air. 

Will blossom here; spread all her faculties 

To these bright ardors ; ev'ry pow'r unfold. 

And rise into sublimities of thought. 

Stars teach as well as shine. At nature's birth. 

Thus, their commisBion ran*-** Be kind to man.'* ' 

Where art thou, poor benighted traveller ! 

The stars wUl light thee, though the moon should M* 

Wliere art thou, more benighted ! more astray I 

In trays immoral 1 The stars call thee back ; 

And, if obey'd their counsel, set thee right. 

This prospect vast, what Is it*!— Weigh'd aright, 
*Tis nature's system of divinity, 
And every student of the night inspires. 
♦Tis elder scripture, writ by God's own hand{ 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo, with my radius (the rich gift 
Of Ufim.'li- fuj.ji.unrLl '.; I'M ]:•■■' '\\ •>i:i «n T.hec 
XI- V ^i ■.■■•A- '■ ; ■'!■" ■ ■' ^- v' ■irprisfi 

An uu.-it(^i^iJt in tnysterifc? oinL^.tit; 
I.jttle, jifcrhii|s'5p 8?vimcted in her school, 
Nnr the tig hi to grow on p)ao«it, or on stir, 
BiilJat iiou«( BwrplQjia, moiiatera. here wefei^i 
Ouraelvea more monatroug, am in p*;e nhat liCfB 
£iEi^ts iodcpd^— a lecture to m^mkiad- 

What rtiiid T^e hsrel— Tli' (ixisteuce cfm Cod^ 
— Ye^ : and ofotber tidnca, mm abo^e : 
Unlive of ettier! Sons of higher clrata I 
Aod what mav move I^tirenxo'B wonder mon-j 
Etemltyis wrUten Jia tbflaties. 
And whose eternUy ! Loren?^ thine : 
MantJnd'scUfijity. NorfaithaJoDEi 
Virtue gPDWfi here; here tfpriujfi the hov "reign fiuM 
or almost Bv'ry vice? but chiefly Ibino; 
WrBtht priiie, ambit ioa, and Impure tlesire. 
LoreiiKO, thou coaflt wniie at midnisht tno, 
Thouph not oti morula Itent ; mnbltion, pleasure I 
Those lyrantfl I for thee so* lately fou-iit, 
AtFoi-d ihtlr tiai^sM slaves but sleiKler reat. 
Thoy, toTThom midnigbtis immoml nCKin, 
AnJ the sun's noqn-Ude bluTe, prioie d*wn of d^j; 
If ot by thy cliiEate, but copririotis crime, 
Ciommencing oug of our antipodes ! 
1h lliy nociurpBl fuvd one Moment hjilt^ 
*Twixt stBEC and fctafiflr of riot iind caHl ; 

* iVIffte the Eighth, 
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And Bft thine eye (if bold ao eye to lift. 
If bold to meet the (kce of iojarM heay*D) 
To yonder stars : for other ends tbey shine. 
Than to light travellers firom shame to shame. 
And thus, be made accomplices io gtiilt 

Wlnr fr^ta yon arch that infinite of space^ 
With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 
Which set the living firmament on fire. 
At the first claoce, in such an overwhelm 
Of wonderful, en man's a^tonidhM si^ht, 
\luslMe8 Omnipotence?— To curb our pride'; 
Our reason rouse, and lead it to that pow*r 
Whose love lets down these silver chains of light-^ 
To draw up man's ambition to himself, 
And bind our chaste affections to bis throne. 
ThuB this three virtues, least alive on earth 
And welcom'd on heaven*s coast with most applause,. 
An humble, pure, and heavenly-minded heart. 
Are here inspired : — And canst thou gaze too long T 

K^or stands thy wrath dejjriv^d of its reproof, 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant choir. 
The planets of each system represent 
lind neighbours; mutual amity prevaiU ; 
Kweet interchange of rays, recejv'd, rctum*d, 
Knlightning, and enlighteo'd ! All at once, 
AttractlQg. and attracted ! Patriot-like, 
None sihs agaiust the welfere of the whole; 
But their reciprocal, unselfish aid. 
Affords an^ emblem of millenial love. 
liotb'mg IB nat«re, much le:» conscious bein^; 
\Vas e'er created solely for itself: 
Thus man his soV'l-eign duty learns in this 
Material picture of benevolence. 

And know, of all our supereiHous race. 
Thou most inflammable ; thon wasp of men ! 
Man's angry heart, inspected, would be found 
As rightly set, as are the starry spheres ; 
'Tis nature'^ structure, broke by stubborn will, 
Breeds all that Anedestbl di8coi*d there. 
Wilt thoo not feel the biai nature gave 1 
Canst thou descend from converse with the skie^. 
And seize thy brother's throat?— For what?— a cled? 
An inch of earth ? The planets cry, " forbear." 
Tbey chase our double darkness ; nature's gloom. 
And (kinder still !) our intellectual night. 

And see, Day's amiable sister sends 
Her invitation io the softest rays 
Of mitigated lust»e; courts thy sishk, 
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Which suffers frbon her tyrant broUier*8 bisze. 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the skies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 
With gain and joy, she bribes thee to be wise. 
Night opes the noblest scenes, and sheds an awe, 
Which gives those ycnerahle scenes full weight, 
Afid deep reception, in th* intender^d heart ; 
While light peeps through the darkness, like ftepy ;. 
And darkness shows its grandeur by the light. 
J«or is the profit greater than the joy, 
If human hearts at glorious c^jects glow, 
And admiration can inspire delight. 

What speak I more, than I, this moment, feel I 
With pleasing stupor first the soul is struck, 
(Stupor ordainM to make her truly wise !) 
Then into transport starting from her trance,. 
With l«ve. and admiration, how she glows I 
This gorgeous apparatus ! This display ! 
This ostentation of creative pow'r f 
This theatre !— What eye can take it in f 
By what divine enchantment was it raisM,. 
For minds of the first magnitude to launch 
In endless speculation, and adore? 
One sun by day. by night ten thousand ahlne^ 
And light ua deep into the Deity r 
How boundless in magaiftcence and might! 
O what a confluence of ethereal fires, 
From urns unnumbered, down the steep of hea-vea^ 
Streams to a point, and centres in my sight I 
Nor turries there ; I feel it at my heart ; 
If y heart, at once, it humbles and exalts ; 
I^ays it in duat, and calls it to the skies.. 
Who sees it unexalted, or unaw*d? 
Who sees it, and can stop at what is seen*! 
Material offibpring of Omnipotence ! 
Inanimate all-animating birth ! 
Work wortijy him who made it ! worthy praise ! 
All praise ! praise mcn-e than hunum ! nor daaied 
Thy praise divine ! But though man drown*d io sleepv. 
Withholds his homage, not alone I wake ; 
Bright legions swarm unseen, and sing, anheard 
By mortu ear, the glorious Architect 
In this his universal temple hung 
With lustres, with innumerable lights. 
That shed religion on the soul : at once. 
The temple, and the preacher ! O how loud: 
It calls 4eyotiOB. ! genoiDe growth of i^Kht I 
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DeToUcNi ! daughter of astronomy ! 
An undevoHt astronomer is nmd. 
True : all things speak a God : but in the ttatH, 
Meo trace out him ; in creat lie sedges mao ; 
Seicea aed elevates, and wraps, and fills 
With new inquiries, *niid associates new. 
TeU me, ye stars ! ye planets ! tell ae, aU 
Te starred, and planeted, inhaMtaats ! What is it ? 
What are these sons of wonder! Say, paoad web ! 
(Within whose azure palaces they dwell) 
Built with diviae ambition ? in dlMain 
Of limit buUt ! btiUt in the taste of hearen i . 
Vast GOBcave ! ample dome ! Wast thou dea^nM 
A meet apartment for the Deity 1— 
Not so ; that thought alone thy state impaira* 
Thy lofty sinia, and shallows thy profound. 
And straitens thy diffusive ! dwuft the whole. 
And nukes an universe an Orrery. 

But when I drop mine eye, aad look <m mao. 
Thy right regaJn*d, thy grandeur is resUM-^dy 
O nature ! wide flies offth' expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are ftr*4. 
The smitten air is hollowM by the blow ; 
The vast disploaioo dissipates the clouds ; 
FbockM ether*8 blDows dash the distant skieg ; 
Thus (but far more) th* expaadiiK round flies off, 
And leavra a mighty Void, a 8pacioi|B womb. 
Might teem with new creation; re-mflam*d 
Thy luminaries triumph and assume 
D i vinity themselves. Nor was It strange^ 
Matter high-wrought to such surprising pomp» 
.Such godlike glory, stole the style of gods. 
From ages dark, obtuse, and steepM in senie; 
For sure, to sense, ^hey truly are diviae. 
And half-absolv*di<krfatry from guilt ; 
Nay. turned it Into virtue. Such it was 
to those, who ptit forth all they had of man 
Uoloit, to lift their thought, nor mounted Idgher; 
But weak of wing, on planets perch'd ; and thought 
What was their behest, must be their ador*d. 

But they how weak, who could no higher mount! 
And are there then, Lorenzo I those, to whom 
Unseen, and unexistent are the same t 
A nd if incomprehensible is joln'd. 
Who dare pronounce it madness to believe? 
Why Las the mighty Builder thrown aaicte 
AU measure in bis work ; stretch'd out hto line 
S« far, aad spr^utj amazement o'er the whole! 
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^en (as be took delight in wide extremes) 

I>eep in tlie bosom ofliis miiverse, 

Dropt down tliat reasoning mitCt that insect, man, 

To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the seene ? — 

That man m^ht ne^er presume to plead amaument 

For disbelief of wonders in bimsell. 

Shall God be less miraculous than what 

His hand has form'd ? Shall mysteries descend 

From uihmysfbricHis ? Things more elevate, 

Be more famiUart Uncreated lie 

More obvious than created, to the grasp 

or human thought? The more of wonderful 

Is heard in Him, the more we should assent. 

<3ould we conceive Him, God be could not be ; 

Or He not God, or we could not be men. 

A God alone can comprehend a God ; 

Maa*s distance how immense ! On such a theme, 

Know this, Lorenzo (seem it ne'er so strange) 

Nothing can satisfy but what confousds i 

Nothing, but what astonishes, is true. 

The scene thou seest attests the truth I sing» 

And ev'ry star sheds light upon thy creed. 

These stars, this Aimiture, this cost of Heaven, 

If but reported, thou hadst ne*er foeliev'd; 

But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 

The grand of nature is th' Almighty's oath. 

In reason's court, to sileaee unbeli^. 

How my mind, q;>'ning at this scene, imbibes 
The moral emanations ot the skies,^ 
Wtiile nought, perhaps, Lorenzo less admires ! 
Has the Great Sov'rei^ sent ten thousand worlds 
To tell us, He resides above them all» 
In glory's unapproachable recess 1 
And dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The sumptuous, the magiific embassy 
A mtHnent's audience'! Turn we i nor will hear 
From Hf hom they come, w what they would impart 
For man's emolument ; sole cause that stoops 
Their grandeur to man's eye 1 Lorenzo ! rouse ; 
I^et thought, awaken'd, take the lightning's wing. 
And glance from east to west, from pole to pole. 
Who sees, but is confounded, or convinc'd *? 
Renounces reason, or a God adore* 1 
Mankind was sent into the world to see ; 
Bight gives the science needful to their peace ; 
That obvious science asks small learning's ^^ 
Wouldat thou on metaphysic pinions soar 1 
Or wound thy patience amid logic tboriw 1 
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Or trarel brttory's eijormout round t 

Nature no such hard task enjoina: bne gave 

A make to maa directive of bis thought; 

A make set upright, Minting to the stars, 

Aa who should aay, " Read thy chief lessoa tliera T 

Too late to read this manuscript of hcaren. 

When, like a parchment-scroll, shrunk up by flaaes, 

It folds Loreaso^s lesson ftom hte sight. 

Lesson how various ! Nor the God jdooe, 
1 see His ministers ? I see diffus'd 
In radiant orders, essences sublime. 
Of vartous ofikes, ef various plume, 
In heavenly Uveries, distinctiy dad, 
A zure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold. 
Or all commixed; they stand, with whigs outspread, 
Listening to catch the master's least eozamaad. 
And fly through nature, ere the moment end»; 
JV umbers innum«rable !— Well conceiv'd 
By Pfcgan, and by Christian i O'er each sphere 
Presides an angel, to direct its course, 
And feed, or ftn, its flames; or to dischaige 
Other high trusts unknown. For who can see 
Such pomp of matter, and imagine, mind, 
yor which alone inanimate was made. 
More sparingly dispensM^! That BoWe Son, 
Far liker the great Sire ! •Tis thus the skiea 
Inform us of Superiws numberless. 
As much in exceUence, above mankind, 
A-s above earth, in magnitude, the spheres. 
These, as a cloud of witnesses, hang o*er U8; 
In a tbrong*d theatre are all our deeds : 
Perhaps, a thousand demi-^ds descend 
On ev'ry beam we see, to walk with men. 
Awful reflection ! Strong restraint from ill ! ^ 

Yet, here, our virtue finds still stronger aid 
From these ethereal glories sense surveys. 
Pomethiog, like magic strikes from this blue viult; 
With ju3l attention is it view»d 1 We feel 
A sudden "succour, unimplor'd, unthought ; 
Nature herself does ball the work of man. 
Seas, rivers, mountains, forests, deserts, rocks, 
The promontory's height, the depth profound 
Of subterranean, excavated grots, 
Black-brow'd, and vaulted hfeh, and yawning trftid 
From nature's structure, or tlie scope of time; 
If ample of dimension, vast of size, 
E'en these an asgrandlzing impulse give; 
Of solemn thought euthvsiastic beigbta 
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E'en these iaftise.— Bat wb«t of vast in these ? 
Notlriog;— H>r we must own ^ skies forgot 
Much less in art— Viia art ! Thou plgniy-power ! 
How dost tbou swell, and strut, with buonm pride. 
To show thy littleness ! What childish tovs, 
Thy wal*ry columns squirted to the clouds ! 
Thy bason'd rivers, and inmrison'd seas ! 
Thy mountaiai moulded into forms of «en t 
Thy hundred-gated capitals ! Or thGi# 
Where three davs travrt left us mud to ride; 
-Gazing on miracles by morti^ wrought. 
Arches triumphal, tlieatres immense, 
Or nodding gardens pendent in mid air ! 
Or temples proud to meet their gods half-way 1 
Tet these affect us in no commcm kind : 
What then the force of such superior scenes ? 
Enter a temple, it will strike an awe : 
What awe from this the Deity has built ! 
A good man seen, though silent, counsel gives: 
The touched ^ectator wishes to be wise : 
In a brigtit mirror his own hands have made. 
Here we see something like the ftice of God. 
Seems it not then enough, to say, Lorenzo ! 
To man abandoned, ^ Hast thou seen the skies ?*^ 

And ^et, so thwarted nature's kind design 
By daring man, he makes her sacred awe 
<That guard from ill) his shelter, his temptatioa 
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celestial art's intent The trembling stars 
See crimes gigantic, stalking through the gloom, 
With front erect, that hide their head by day, 
And making night still darker by their deeds. 
Slumbering in covert, till the shades descend. 
Rapine and murder, linkM, now prowl for prey. 
The miser earthB his treasures ; and the thief. 
Watching the mole, half-beggars him ere morn. 
Now plots and foul conspiracies awake; 
And, muffling up their horrors fWim the moon. 
Havoc and devastation they prepare, 
And kingdoms tott'rhig in the field of blood. 
Now sons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
What shall I Uol suppress it? or proclaim?— 
Why sleeps the thunder 1 Now, Lorenzo '. now, 
His best triend's couch the rank adulterer 
Ascends secure ; and lau'!:bs at gods and nten. 
Preposterous madmen, void of fear or shame. 
I .ay their ciines bare to these chaste eyes of heav*n ; 
Yet shrink, sHd shudder at a mortal's sight 1 
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Were Boon ind tUn for tHIiIimooIj tnade 1 
To gvide, yet screen them, with tenetoioas light ? 
No; they were made to fashion the sublime 
Of huBin hearts, and wiser malce the wise. 

Those ends were answer*donce ; when mortals BT*d 
Of stronger wins, of aquiline ascent 
Id theory subUoie. Obowuoliice 
Those vermin of the-night this maanMA sung. 
Who crawl on earth, and on her venmn feed ! 
Those ancient sages, human stars ! Thev met 
Their brothers of the skies, at midnight hour : 
Their counsel ask*d; and, what th<9 ask'd, obeyed. 
The Stagirite, and Plato, be who drank 
ThepoisonM bowl, and he of Tuseulum, 
With him of Corduba (immortal names !) 
In these unbonnded and Elysian walks. 
An area fit for gods, and godlike men. 
They took their nightly round, through radiant path? 
Ey serapiiB trod ; instructed, chiefly, thus. 
To tread In their bright footsteps here below : 
To walk In worth still brighter than the skies. 
There, they contracted their contempt of earthy 
Of bopiss eternal kindled, there, the fire ; 
There, as in near qpproaoh, they gIow*d, and grew 
(Great visitants !) more intimate with God, 
More worth to men, moretoyoos to themselves. 
Through wious virtues, they, with ardmirt ran 
'J'he zodiac ofthehrleam^d, illustrious lives. 

In christian hearts, O for a pagan seal ! 
A needful but opprobrious pray*r! As much 
Our ardour less, as greater is our light 
How monstrous this in morals \ Scarce more strMige 
Would this phenomenon in nature strike, 
A sun, that fraae us, or a star, that warm*d. 

What taught these heroes ofthe mor^ world ? 
To these thou giv»8t thy praise, give credit too. 
These doctors ne*er were pen8i<m*d to deceive thee ; 
And pagan tutors are thy taste. — They taught, 
That, narrow views betray to misery : 
That, wise it is to comprehend the whole : 
That, virtue rose from nature, ponder'd wdl, 
The single base of virtue built to beav*n : 
That, God aud aaturc, our attention claim : 
That, nature v the glass reflecting God, 
As, by the sea, reflectei is the sun, 
Too glorious ta be gaz'd ra in his sphere : 
That, mind immortal loves imoKRtal aim&i 
4^hat, bouAdless mind atfeets a boundlcoiipsice : 

\ 
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*rhat, TSSt surveys, and the subtiroe of things. 
The soul assimilate, and make her great : 
That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 
Of inspiration, thus spreads out to maa 
Such are their doctrines : such the night inspired. 

And what more true t What truth of greater weight ? 
The soul of man was made to walk the skies ; 
Delightful outlet of her prison here ! 
There, disincumber'd from her chafns, the ties 
or tors tetrc-rtTiali ?!ie citj -■■— t at lar^e. 
Ther* . fiueb taii respire, dibte, eyleud. 
In TuU projKJttloti let Jcmse all hpr jiowers; 
Aad^ uniltJuct^di^ ^fe£|> at suiuqdiitn^ ip-eat. 
Nor, OM, a ^traitgert does she "Riuitler thfn; ; 
Butt womlsTful herseir through trontjer ftnyii j 
Con teroF^iatin.e; their ^niideur, Rads btr o^j} ; 
Div4?^ ilef'P in iJiek ectimomy dJTithe^ 
Bits hiCLh in}ud,?iin?ntDn thdr varkms Jaws, 

ttencie fajrenilly pleasM, und justly proudi tJienniil 
Grows fionsciou* o| ber tirth cf J(?*tiJiJ ; !tr«athe4 
More liTet nior* vieour, ja her^idt^^s nlr j 
An'lfeel!t Ueniclf at bordi] imim^ Iheistttrs; 
And* feel if tj;^ ei&ul j,1 fed ter caunti-y** rjraise, 

Vrtiat c all we , thenr tli ft lirTr amen tr ijOr^atXi ?— 
A« ftartJi the bt^Sy, Bl[ir.':fc^tbt skies Eu^talti 
The sou J with food 1 1 hat glve^n immnrtal Jifei 
Call k, The iioUle pasture of themiod; 
Whkh there enpatiatca, atrenBrthei»,tind ex^ll^ 
And r]©l» throiifiib the luxurjei of ttioyght. 
Catl it. The imnlifn oft he UfeitVT 
Bk>s^omM with siars, reiJundantin the ^JTmih 
Of fniir ambrmifll ; inaral fruit to cQAn. 
Calt H.f The breABrpiateof the true hifti-pncit, 
An-Jf at n'ith eems orJtculaf. tliit JSive' 
Tn ftjinf'5 of Lijrtiest morUfDti, thM, re-poflse; 
Aixi ill n<?^le<:te<:!» if we prize cut peai:e. 
Thu*K tiite w€ fountl a Lru« a^tr Eulogy * 
Thij^^ ii»yQ WH.^ ftiLijJda fi^w and ndhlf- f^met 
III Akiirh tlLsn« etnrs £ni^f>rD buman ^tes. 
O t tliit tbe a Urn (s* f-ottiS: Imve fefjTD^J) lei fall 
BloLii khf'U aiid ha\ oc , oa unthatHeil realtot^ 
Aii*i rp^cuM iQQnarchs frcin -i^n blttck a c;ulK( 
Bf^iTrtjnEi T this wish haw ^en^mi^ la a foe J 
WouU[<<i Khvu be p«al^ wrvulilst thou Necooia a fitd, 
JLaA ifHcX t tiy dtjithlgis name amoog the Htfljm, 
yof toight V coni^^caij! fin a nee (He's poiot ? 
lyiUad^of forsifli [:b2)iis ion fcrei^iKfii 
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Bastile thy tutor: grtndeur aU ti>y aim ? 
As yet thou know'st not what it is : bow great. 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man, 
When in it all the stare, and planets, roll ; 
And what it seems, it is : great objects oMke 
©reat minds, enlarging as their views enlarge ; 
Those still more godlike, as tliese more divine. 

And more divine than these, thou canst not seci 
Dazzled, o»erpower'd, with the delicious draught 
Of miscellaneous splendours, how I reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end ! 
An Eden, thb ! a Paradise unlost ! 
I meet the Deity in ev'ry view. 
And tremWe at my nakedness before mm^ 
O that 1 could but reach the tree of life ! 
For here it grows, unguarded from our taste 

No flaming sword denies our entrance here ; 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 

Lorenzo, much of moral hast thou seen. 
€>f curious arts art thou more fond 1 Thea inarir 

The mathematic glories of the skies. 

In number, weight, and measure, aU ordain'd. 

Lorenzo^s boasted builders, chance, and Ate, 

Are left to finish his aerial towers ; 

Wisdom, and choice, their well-known chafact«»- 

Here deep impress.and claim it for their own. 

Though splendid all, no splendour void of use ; 

Use rivals beauty : art contends with power v 

Ko wanton waste, amid effuse eimense j 

The great economist a4justing all ^ 

To prudent pomp, magnificently tnse. 

How rich the prospect ! and for ever new ! 

And newest to the man that views it moet; 

For newer still in infinite succeeds. 

Then, these aerial racers, O how swift r ^^ * 

How the shaft loiters from the strongest atnog • 

Spirit alone can distance the career. 

Orb above orb ascending wifhout end ! 

Circle in circle, without end, inclos'd ! 

Wheel within wheel ; Bzekiel, like to thme !• 

Like thine, it seems, « vision or a dream ; 

Though seen, we labour to believe it true : 

What involution ! What extent! What swarms 

or worlds, that laugh at earth ! immensely great ! 

Imneasely distant firom each other's spheres ! 

Wiiatthen, the wondrous space thro* which tlteyToHT 
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Xt ooce it quite incuiplis ^ hmnan thought ; 
'Tis comprehensioD'a stoolute defeat. 
' Nor thiok thou seest a wild disorder here ; 
Through this illustrious chaos to the sight, 
ArraBf ement neat, and chastest order, reigo. 
The path prescrib'd, invic^ably kept, 
Upbraids the lawless sallies ofoaaokiiid. 
worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere : 
What knots are tied ! HOw soon are they dissolve, 
And set the seeming married planets free ! 
They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Confusion unconius*d : nor Less admire 
This tumult untumultuous ; all on wiog ! 
In motion, all ! yet what profound repose! 
What fervid action, yet no noise! as aw'd 
To silence, by the presence of their Lord; 
Or hushed, by bis command, in love to man, 

kn^\.\-V^' -.^V- ..u r--:,. .,,, ■ r. , 

Rt-:: -■--■--■- ■ J- ■ - , - -^.■■■^^Ut 
In cxu-taiiun toiueiE"GkK]« autl tSjiiic, 
Tbey danr^i thoj- bjji^Brf^tera^ juhilest 
Eternal ccfcbritifin of Jsia praise. 
But, liLiee their soDg nrrive* irot at otir tar. 
Their dance t>erple5iLM eixhiblia to tbe Bi&hl 
F*ir h ierog] y p hie of his peerless now ef . 
Markt h&w the lalj rintiitfin taxns tbey taie|^ 
The cirde? iniricaie, Md mystic iqksc, 
Weive th« grand ciptier of OinirlpoteDce ; 
To goda, hu« ^eat ' how Jei^iWo to man * 

]^eHve& so much wonder greaiflr wonder stiUl 
Whert) arp the piUar? that siip[jnrt the s^Sea t 
What mr>re than Atlftutean sboultJef pfo[-s 
Th' liicumient load 1 What m^kj what strange art, 
In ^uiiJ uir the^e oondVoua arli? susUiius ^ 
Who wowld not think them hung la golden f Itaius ? 
— AnH eo they are^; In the Ujch will of Iieiii^) . 
Which ftxe* all- mkkeit ajiJftiriUJt of air. 
Or miF of <it.faiiiant : miaikfL? all of no light. 
Or ooij;' ht of all ; if diith the Jre^U tlacree 

luiq^oe from their deep foundations torn 
The mofit £i|;antiG soim of earth, the brodd 
And tofvenog^ AtpRt all tost itito the *ta^ 
And, li^htai dovn, or volatile a^ air, 
Their tmlka eonranDU^i dftucinir od the wst^, 
la tirpe, and lute^Lire, exfjiiisitei wliite aU 
The winf*j. Find emulation of the irphereB, 
Tune their bqucjnjus instnimi^Kt* aloft; 
Tbo concert sveD} and uiitnate the \!^- 
I 
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Would this «ppear smtzi^l Wbtt, thn, vorldi^ 
In a &r thimier element susteia'd, 
And acting the same part, with greaber BkBI, 
More r^id movement, and fbr ntriilest ends ? 

More obviow ends to pass, are not these stars 
The seats miyestlc, proud imperial thrones, 
On which angelic delegates ofhearen, 
At certain periods, as the Sovereign nods, 
Dischaife high trusts of vengeance, m ot love ; 
To clothe, in outward grandew, gnmd design 
And acts most solemn still more solemtiivel 

Ye citizens of air ( what ardent thanks* 
What full eflbslon of the ^teftil heart. 
Is due fircNn man iadulgM m such a dgbt ! 
A sight so noble! and a s%bt fliD klnO! 
It drops new truths at ev'ry new survey ! 
Feels not Lorenzo something stir within,- 
That sweeps away all period ? As these sphere? 
Measure duration, 1%ey no less inspire 
The godlike hope of ages witiiout end. 
The boundless space, through which these roven take 
Their restless roam, suggests the sister-thot^lrt 
Of boundloBS time. Thus, by Idnd nature^s skill, 
To man uBlabour*d, that important guest, 
£ternity, finds entrance at the sight : 
And an eternity, for man ordain*d, 
Or these his desthiM midnight counsellors. 
The stars, had never whis^r'd it to man. 
Nature informs, but ne*er msuits, her sons. 
Could she then kindle the most ardent wish 
To disappoint it 1— That is blasj^hemy. 
Thus, of thy creed a second article, 
Momeetous, as th* existence of a God, 
Is found (as I conceive) inhere rarely sought: 
And thou may>8t read thy soul immortal, here. 

Here, then, Lorenzo, on these glories dwell : 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated roof. 
That calls the wretched gay to dark delights. 
Assemblies? — ^This is one divinely bright: 
Here, uoendaoger'd in health, wealth, or »nie. 
Range through the fairest, and the Sultan* scorn. 
fie, wise as thou, no crescent holds so fair 
As that, which on his tuHuui awes a #orld; 
And thinks the moon is proud, to copy him. 
Loolc on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
A mind superior to the charms of power. 

* Tht empcforqfTnTkej^ 
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Thou muffled io deluakms of this life ! 
Can yonder moon turn ocean in his bed. 
From side to side, in constant ebb and flow, 
And piHiltVfroia stench bis watVy realms? 
And fails her moral influence ? Wants she power 
To turn Ix)renzo*s stubborn tide of thought 
From stagnating on earth^s infected shore. 
And purge (rom nuisance his corrupted heart 1 
Fails ber attraction when it draws to heaven? 
Kay. arnT !t> wti.ii Vi-ou vil^iH^^t rnurc, cjrtVa joy? 
Min4R i.'levuteH aiit] i^imtin^ fur unicen^ 
And d(-ff cala frotn aeciM, nlone ohtaiu 
Full reliih of eaii^tea^:* uJi4i:flowerVf. 
The lire oi'lJfE, the zest of wnrkJly Mia?. 
All cIm: an curtb fttaoaittjii— u> w^mi"! To tbw : 
**^Bad to I'e biiliTerM^^iledSJii-?^ to he left i" 
EarthV richr-st inveatoiT boa^t^ tm rfloren 

Of hjdsi'r Bceires be, iSttn. the call obeyed. 
O lei jtKr j^aae 1— orjia^inf Ihcrtr'a no ^nfl. 
O let nht t J] J nil 1— TLbuglil too is wjldefd here \ 
In naiiJ way Ui^ht imngioaUioq Urea ; 
Yet Bcnn rc-pi unEB her winp ro 50ar anew, 
Her fi njjit ujpibk lu fDrbtinr m vniii ; 
So grttjl the nlea-^ure. &« ^rtrf^^Lind thfi plan f 
A &n-^Lic;t ibis, *hpre ori<:D, and ajj^clsi, mret* 
Eat th<? Bftioiii manfln, nil»?!e earth t awl heavuu. 
How (Ifstsmi some of Uic^c DOctumal Riiiiii t 
Fo distUBt (says thfl saj^e) HTiere not atrtup^f 
To doubt, if Upanis, §et out at aatufe'e blFth, 
Arc ytn airivM at Ihwi so toreisii worJd; 
Thoujf fi nothing half so rapid im their flighL 
An 1,'f 1' i^^' awe lUi^l wcmder U't me roll, 

And r-]l for even vfha can eatfule fi?Tit 

In sutS H ifCBe T io sm^h an ocean wide 

Of del li Ti^lunbhrotut? Where dcpili* height, Ifreailih, 

Are Ifi^i if] their eTttremeaj haJ fvbere to couot 

Thr iJiick'iowfi e;or(*ia In Ub fttld DflSrc, 

reTl.;:i]»t< ^ ^eraph^E EomputBtion faU«. 

No IV, <o, ambitifKi 1 botist Uiy lioufldleBs znight 

Id iOJiaueatt o'er the t£nth ptrt of a graiti. 
Arif] yf t l^rtP'^ft ratia for tnimHe!?, 

To ' i%c tiH tnU'rm : ftllh a solid Use. 

Wti c Mil for !(.-. th^n L? already thioel 

Thou yrt ■qd egvilc ii3 Iheol^y ^ 

What J? a DiirMit^—'TJa & reproach, 

^Ti'^ ail implleit imtln, on tnitii^lod; 

Am! while lt«lltA*f, tt ceii^urei too. 

To c4uunoii-t«Ai<t i'^*^ MXiiTu'i eaiu-ie prvcU^urR 
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A Deity : when nnnkiod fUte asleep, 
A raincle b sent* «s te alarm. 
To wake the world, and prove him o*er agein, 
Bj recent arguntent, but not more stroog. 
5a]r, which imports more plentitvde of power. 
Or nature^ laws to fix, or 1o repeal ? 
To malce a tun, or stop his mid career? 
To eooDtenmnd his orderst and send baek 
The flaming courier to the frighted east. 
Warmed, and astooish*d. at bis evening rmy* 
Or bid the moon, as with her journey tir'd, 
In Ajalon^s soft flow'ry vale repose V^ 
Great things are these ; still greater, to create, 
from Adam^ bower look dawn throogh tbe whole train 
Of miracles ;— resistless is their power ? 
They do not, cannot, mme amaa^ the -mind, 
Than this, eall*d unmiraculous surrey, 
1 f duly welghM, if rationally seen, 
tfseen with human eyes. The brute, indeed, - 
Sees nought but spangles here : the So<A no more. . 
^y*st thou, ** The course of nature governs all?^ 
■^be course of nature is the art of God C"^ 

The miracles thou call^st for, this attest ; 
For say, could nature nature*8 course controul ! 
^ But, miracles apart, who aees Him not. 
Nature^ C(»troUer, author, guide, and end! 
Who turns hi^ eye on natnre^s midnight feee, 
But must inquire — '* What band behind tbejscene, 
"What arm Almighty put these wheeling globes 
'* In motion, and irouna up the vast machine 1 
'* Who rounded in his palm these spacious orbsl 
*' Who bowl'd them flamii^ through the daric profound, 
** Num*rou8 as glittering gems of morning dew, 
" Or sparks from populous cities in a Uase, 
*' And set the bosom of old oight on fire? 
*♦ Peopled iter desert, and made horror smile T* 
Or, if the military style delights thee, 
(For stars have fought their battles, leaguM with man) 
'* Who marsbal$ this brightiiost ? Enrolls their names! 
** Appoints their posis, their marches, and retitfss, 
** Punctual, at stated periods? who disbands 
•• These vet'raa troops, their final duty done, 
" If e*er disbanded ?'— He, whose potent word, 
Like the loud trumpet, levied first their powers 
In ni-^ht's inglorious empire, where they slept 
In bedb of darkncs; armM them with fierce flames, 

»JwAiie,X. W,I3. 
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Arranged and dkeiplio'd, and clt>tb*d in gold ; 
Aad cail tbem out of cbaos to the deld, 
Where bow thoy war with vice and unbelief. 
Olet us join ibis army ! Joining tbe»e, 
WUl giY0.ira beartd intrepid at that hour. 
When brighter tiames shall cut'a darker night; 
When these strong demonstrations of a God 
Shall hid their beads, or tumtle from their gplieres, 
And one eternal curtain cover all ! 
Struck at that tbou^t. as new awak*d, I lift 
A more enlightenM eye> and read tlie stars. 
To man stiil more propitious, and their aid 

i Though guiltless of idolatry) implore; 
^or longer rob them of their noUest name. 
O ye dividers oi my time ! Ye bright 
Acconaptants of my days, aadnonths, and y^an. 
In your fair calendar distioetly mark'd! 
Since that authentic, radiant register, 
Though man inspects it not, stands good against him ; 
Since you, and years, roll on, though man standa still \ 
Teach me my d^ys to number, and aoply 
My trembling heart to irisdom ; now beyond 
All shadow of excuse for looling on. 

fge smooths our path to prudence; sweeps aside 
he Boares, keen appetites, and passion, spread^ 
o catch stray souls ; and wo to that grey headi? 
^hose folly would undo what age has done ! ^ 
Aid, then, aid all ye stars ?— Much rather, TboB, 
Great Artist ! Thou, whose finger set aright 
This exquisite macbioe, with all its wheels, 
Though uitervolv*d, exact; and pointing out 
l,ife*8 rapid, and irrevocaMe flight. 
With such an index fair, as none can miss^ 
Who lifts an eye, nor sleeps till it is clos'd. 
Open mine eye, dread Deity ! to read 
The tac^ doctrine of tt^r works ; to see 
Things as they are, unalterM through the glass 
Of worldly wishes. Time," eternity ! 
(*Tis these mismea^urM, ruin aU mankind) 
Set them before me; let me lay them both 
1o equal scale, and learn their various weight 
I^et time appear a moment, as it is : 
And let eternity's full orb, at once, 
Turn on my soul, and strike it into heav*n. 
^ When shall 1 see far more than charms me now ? 
Gaze on creations model in thy breast 
Uaveird, nor wonder at the transcript more 1 
WhM, tbii vile, foreign duat, whicii iBOtben all 
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That tnvel ««tk*B deep Tale» bIuOI I akak«cff? 
When shall ny soul ber uiemroadeii quit. 
And re-adoptad to tby Uett embrace, 
Obtain her apotheoait in Thee! 

Dost tbinli, Lorenzo, this is waad'nng; vide ! 
No, *U9 directly strikiog at the mark ; 
To wake thT dead devotion was my point ; 
And bow I bless night^s consecrating sbadee. 
Which to a temple turn an imi verse; 
rm 118 with great ideas f ull of beaT>n, 
And antidote the pestilential earth ! 
In eT*ry storm, that either ftowns, or fklla. 
What an asylum has the soul in pray'r 1 
And what a ikne is this, in which to pray ! 
And what a God must dwell in such a £uie ! 
O what a genius must infiaroi theakies ! 
And is Ixurenzo's salamander-heart 
Cold, and untouched, amid these sacred fires? 
O ye nocturnal sparks ! Ye glowing endia^. 
Op heaven*! broad faearth I who bum, or bum bo mofe. 
Who blase, or <Jie, as great Jehovah's breath 
Or blows you or forbears ; assist my song; 
Pour your whole influence ; exorcise his bewt» 
60 long possest ; and bring him back to mao. 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer still t 
Pride in thy parts provc^es thee to contest 
Truths, which contested, put thy parts to sbarae. 
Nor shame they more Lorenzo's head tl»n heart; 
A faithless heart, bow de^icably^mall ! 
Too straight, anght great, or geii'rous to receive ! 
Filled with an atom ! filPd, and foul'd, with selT. 
And self-misUken ! Self, that lasts an hour ! 
Instincts and passions, of the nobler kind, 
Ije suSbcated there; or they alone, 
Ueason apart, would wake bigh bope; and <mefl. 
To ravish'd thought, that iateUectual sphere, » 
Where «rder, wisdom, goodness, Providence, 
Their endle^ miracles of love display, 
And promise aU the truly great desire. 
The mind that would be happv, must be great • 
G reat in its wishes ; great in its surveys. * 

Extended views a narrow mind exteiKl ; 
}*)" h out its corrugate, expansive make. 
Which, ere kMig, more than planets shall embrace. 
A man of compass makes a man of wortb ; 
iJivine contemplate, and become divine. 
A itMS?" wm made for glory, and for bliss. 
AUhttlenessisiaapproWtowci 



by Google 



TUB CONSOLATIOir. m 

open t]i7 boson, set tby wfehes wide, 
And let is roanbood; let ia Inppiaess ; 
Admit tbe bouDdless theatre of thought 
From nothings up to God; which makes a man. 
Take God Arom nature^'fiothing great is 1 eft ; 
Maa*s mind is in a pit, and nothhig sees ; 
Man*8 heart it in a jitkes^ and ioves the mire. 
Emerge from tbj profound ; erect thine eye : 
See thy distress ! How close art thou besiegM ! 
BesiegM by nature the proud Sceptic's foe ! 
Inclosed by these innumerable worlds, 
Sperkiifig conviction on the darkest mind, 
Asin^ golden net of Providence, 
How art thou cau^t, sure captive of belief ! 
From this thy blest captivity what art. 
What blasphemy to reason, sets thee free ! 
Tbifscene is heaven's indulgent violence : 
Canst thou beftr up against this tide of glory t 
What is earth bosomed in these ambient ofbs, 
But, fidth in God imposed, and press'd on man ? 
Barest thou still lit^te thy desperate cause, 
Spite of tbese num'rous, awful, witnesseSj 
And doubt the deposition of the skies? 
O bow laborious is thy way to ruin ! 

Laborious *! 'Tis impracticable quite ; 
To sbik beyond a doubt, in this debate, 
With all his weight of wisdom, and of will,. 
And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. 
Some wish they did ; but no man disbelieves. 
God is a spirit, spirit cannot strike 
These gross material organs : God by man 
As nuich is seen, as man a God can see, 
In t\---^r. ;i:t^.:ii-'ii;i:: >i-iv!->\:^. r-r ■-■.<■ 
W , ,1 .-. . . ■ ■ . . . Jz«f 

Ho« complicate, m their diTine \in\i6e ! 
Apt mean^ ' great en' Is 5 coHSEiit to g^E'ral good I— ' 
£l\i^Ii ttttribytp of ttii^e mutrrk! ^odf » 
So iQng (and ihtt with Bpecioua pleas) ^dor^dn 
A sep'nte t'onque^t jftioa o'er rebel thought; 
An^ Vada itt triumpb the whole Jninilof mm. 
Lorpnzo* Ihy mnv n^m hHfuoFiie to thee; 
^iith all if apttq i^efim, that tbwari^ eiir wJU. 
Au<J 'fcht tbou, i-hctii li^TQaiid a :^1raple proof 
Cirthia ?,• Eflt Enaatftr- moral of the ?ik5f!S, 
UmTtill'-i. ordialntUn'd, to read it there! 
Since ^tis the ba^iM, bnd aM drop^ without It, 
TiKt It, la oa* conpadj unbrokea chain. 
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Sochproor inivto on tn atteothre ear; 

TSiilfoot make one amid a mob of thougbts. 

And, for thy notice^ atniggle witfa tbe world. 

Retire r^be world ahiit out ;-tby thougbts 4^ iKHDe ^ 

Ima(iDation*s airy winr repress;— 

Lack up tby senses ;'HUet no passion stir ; — 

Wake all to rea80O;-4et ber reign akme ; 

Tbeo, io tby souf s deep silence, and tbe d^th 

Of natupe^ sileoee, midoigbt, tbus inquire, 

As I bave done ;— end sbful inquire no m<Mre. 

In nature's chanseL thus the questions run:^- 

'* Wbat am I ! and from wbencel I notbing kmmr 
** But tbat I am; and, since I am, conclude 
*' Semetbias eternal; bad there e'er been fiought, 
** Nought stiil had been : eternal there must jbe, 
'* But what eternal?^ Why not human race ^ 
^ And Adam^s ancestors without an end ;— 
*' Tbat*s hard to be conceived, since ev*ry link 
*' Of tbat loog-cbain*d succession is so frail ; 
" Can eT*ry part depend, and not the whole t 
** Tet grant it true, new difficulties rise; 
•* rm still quite out at sea ; nor see the shore. 
•* Whence earth, and these bright orbs? Etenial toofj 
^« Grant matter was eternal; still these orfaa 
«* Would wanteome other father :— oauch deeign 
*^ Is seen in all their motions, all their makes : 
** Design implies Intelligence and art : 
** That can*t be trafa tbemselveB— or man ;• that art- 
** Man scarce can comprehend, could man bestow t 
** And nothing greater, yet aliewM, than man^ — - 
•* Who, motion, fereign to^e smaller grain, 
** Shot through vast masses of enomoiia weight t 
*• Who bid brute matter's restive Himp assume 
** fluch various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 
** Has matter innate motion 1 Then each «tocn» 
«* Asserting its isdispittable right 
** To dance, would form an universe ot^MBi* 
•* Has matter none 1 Then whence these i^orioaelbrvt; 
** And boundless flights, ftt)m8hu>eless and repeal t 
** Has matter more than motion f Has it thought^ , 
M Judgment, and genius 1 [» it deeply leara'd 
** In mathematics ? Has it fram*d such laws, 
** Which, but to guess, a Newton made immbrtall-* 
** If so, how each sage atom laughs at me, 
** Who think a clod Inferior to a man ! 
** If art, to form ; and covosel, to conduct ; 
*«A«i}tbat with greater Itethmiiuausyus. 
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** Resides sot in eeeh Uoek; a Oodbead reigns. 

** Graot, tbeD, invitible, eternal, Mind; 

** That nranted, all is solyed—But, granting that, 

** Drawl not o*er me a stiU darker dond f 

** Grant I not that wfaich I can ne*er eonceive? 

** A t»eing without origin or end *. 

♦* Hail, human liberty I There is no God— 

** Tet, why 1 On either acbeme that Icnot aubtists ; 

** Subsist it must, in God, or human race ; 

** If in the last, bow many knots beside, 

*' Indissoluble all?— Why choose it there, 

*' Where, chosen, stiU subsist ten thousand more ? 

** Reject it, where, that chosen, all the rest 

** DisjpersM, leave reasao^s wh(de horison elear ! 

** This is not reason's dictate ; reason says, 

** Close with the side where one grain turns the scale: 

** What vast preponderance is here ! Can reason 

** With louder voice exciainn- Believe a God ! 

** And reason beard, is the sole mark of man. 

** What things impossible must man think true 

'* On any other system ? And bow strange 

»» To disbelieve, through mere credulity t^ 

If, in this chaiih Lorenzo finds no flaw, 
Jiet it for ever bind him to belief. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds? 
And if a God there is, that God how great ! 
How great that pow'r, whose providential care 
Through these bright orbe' dark centres dart a ray T 
01 nature universal threads the whole 1 , 
And hangs creation, like a preciDus gem^ 
Though little, on the footstool of his throne^ 

That little gem. how large ! a weight let foil ' 
From afixtstar, in ages can it reach 
T)iis distant earth? Say, then, Lorenzo, where. 
Where ends this mighty building ? Where begin 
The suburba of creation? Where the wall 
Whose battlements iook o*er into the vald 
or nonrexfetence, nothii%*s strange abode 1 
Say, at what point of roace Jehovah dr(^p*d 
H^ 8lacken*d line, andkid his balance by ; 
Weighed worlds, and measur*d intoite, no more? 
Where rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extra-mundane head; and says, to godS) 
In characters illustrious as the sun, 

/ ttand, the ptouCsjprota period ; I pronowtek 
TM mrk akmimfi ; tht creation aof^ : 
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8k«ut, tMmgodf! n^ thmt^yegoit^ tdtnu; 
Of ail tkailtvet, or, iT «tow«?r «/k. 
Thai retUf orroUt^ iftiieigMs;and deputy rtMuui .' 
tUi(md ! rtiowid ! ytA^Va^ amd hetikh reHnmA ! 

Hard ir« those qtiettioiii !-- Ai»w«r Itarder itflL 
!■ this the sole exploit, the single birtl^ 
The wlitMy ion of power divine? 

Or hai the Alm%hty- Father with a breathy ^ 

Impregnated the womb of distant space ? 1 

Has he not bid in variooi provinces, 
Brother-eveatioDS the dark bowels burst 
Of night primeval ; barren, new, no more ? 
And he the eentral Sun, transpiertiog all 
Those giant generations, which disport, 
And dance, as motes, iif his meridian ray ; 
That ray, withdrawn, benkhted, or ahsorb'd. 
lo that abyss of horror j whence they spcuBg; 
Wliile chaos trkimphs, repossessM of all 
Rival creatioo ravbhM from bis throne? 
Chaos*, of nature both the womb, and graref 

Think*st thoii,my scheme,Loren%o, spreads too wide? 
Is this extravagaat ?— No$ this is just ; 
Just, in conjecture, though ^were fhtse in fhet. 
If His an ipfvor, *tls an error sprung 
Prom noble root, high thought of the me^t higiL 
But wherefore error ? Who can prove it such? 
He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 
Can man concefve beyottd what Ood can do ? 
Nothing, but (fuHe iinpossi^, is hard. 
He summons hito being, with like easei, 
A whole creation, and a single grain. 
Speaks he the word ? a thonsadd worfais arfe bora f— 
A thousand worids ? There^ space for millions more f 
And i& what space can bis great fiat fail ? 
Gondenm me not, eold critic ! but indulge 
The warm iiiAgiiiation : Why condemn ? 
Why not indol^ such theuehts, as sweH our hearts 
With fullW adtotratJon of tlwt power. 
Who gives our hearts withsuch high thou^its to aweH t 
Why not indulge in his augmented praise ? 
Darts not his gbory a still brijgfhter ray, 
The less is left to chaos, and the realim 
Of hideous night, where fhney strays aghast; ^ 

And though most talkative, makes no report 1 
. Still seems my thought enormous? Think aMin— 
Kxperience* self shaU aid thy lame bellefi 
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Glames (thmt rcvelatioo to tbe tigbt I) 
Have they not let us in tbe deep diaclQie 
Of fine-spuo nature, exqiiisHely small,' 
And, though demoDStrated, stiU ill-cooceiy'd * 
If then, on the reverse, the mind would mount 
In naagnitude, ^hat mind can mount too far, 
To keep the balance, and creation poise ? 
Defect alone can err on such afbeme; 
What is too great, if we the cause survey? 
Stupendous Architect ! Thou ? Thwi art all ! 
My soul flies up and down in thoughts of Theei 
And finds herself but at the centre still ! 
1 AM, thy name ! existence, all thine own ! 
Creatioa*8 nothing; flattered much, ifstyrd 
•' The thin, the fleeting atmosphere <tf God ** 

O for the voice— of what 1 of whom?— What voke 
Can answer to my wants, in such ascent. 
As dares to deem one universe too small ? 
Tell roe, Lorenzo I (for now foncy glows, 
Fir'd in the vortex of Almighty power) 
Is not this home-creation, in the map 
Of universal nature, as a speck, 
liike fair Britannia in our little ball; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its size, 
Hut, elsewhere, far out-measured, far outshone? 
In fancy (for the fact beyond us lies) 
Canst thou not figure it, an isle, almost 
Too Bmall for notice, in the vast of being ; 
h^ever^d by mighty seas of unbuilt space. 
From other realms ; ftt)m ample contincnta 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell : 
Less northern, less remote from Deity. 
Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme ; 
Where souls in excellence make haste, put forth 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen soon to gods ! 

Yet why drown fancy in such depths as these ? 
Return, presumptuous rover ! and confess 
The bounds of roan ; nor blame them, as too smaQ. 
Enjoy we not full scope in what is seen 1 
Full ample tbe dominions of the sun ! 
Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide, 
Tbe matchless monarch, from his flaming throne, 
Lavish of lustre, throws his beams about him, 
Farther and faster, than a thought can fly. 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires! 
This Htliopolis, by greater Ar, 
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Tban the proud ^rraDt oC the KHe, was bttilt'f 
And he alone, who built it, cao destroy. 
Beyoof) this city, why strays human thought t 
One wonderful, enough for man to know ! 
One inHnite enough for man to range ! 
One ftrinament, enough for man to read ! 
O what voluminoua inatruetion here! 
What pa«:e of wiadcm is denied him ? None ; 
If learning hb ebief lesson makes him wise. 
Nor is instruction, here, our only gain ; 
There dwells a noble i>athoB in the skies. 
Which warms our passions, proselytes our hearts. 
How elainently shines the glowing pole ! 
With what authority It gives its charge, 
Remonstrating great truths in stvie sublime. 
Though ailent, loud i heard earth annud ; aboir« 
The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell : 
Hell has her wonder, though too proud to praise. 
Is earth, then, more infernal! Has she those. 
Who neither praise (liOrenzo !) nor admire ? 

Lorenzo's admiration, pre-enieag*d, 
Ne*er ask'd the moon one question : never held 
Least correspondence with a single star; 
Ne'er rear'd an altar to the dueen of heaven 
Walking in brightness ; or her train ador'd. 
Their Hublunary rivals have long since 
Engrossed his whcde devoti(» ; stars malign. 
Which made their fond astronomer run mad» 
Darken his intellect, corrupt his heart ; 
Cause him to sacrifice his fame and peace 
To momentary madness, called delight. 
Idolater, more gross than ever kiss'd 
The lifted hand to Luna, or pour'd out 
The blood to Jove !— O Thou to whom belongs 
All sacrifice ! O Thou great Jove unfeicuM ! 
Divine Instructor ! thv first vcriume this, 
For man's perusal; aU in capitals ! 
In moon and stars (heaven's golden alphabet !) 
Embl»K*d to seize the sight; who runs, may read, 
Who reads, can understand. *Ti8 imcooflo*d 
To Christian land or Jewry ; fairly writ. 
Id language oaivors^ to mankind : 
A language lofty to the learn'd, yet pfain 
To tbose that feed the flock, or guide the plough, 
Or, from its husk, strike e«t the bounding grain. 
A language, wcHthy the great mind, that speaks 1 
Frefhce, and coauoeot, to the sacred page ! 
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Wliich oft refers its reader to the skies. 
As pre-suppoeing bis first lesson there. 
And scripture^elf a fracment, that unread. 
Stupendous book of wisaom, to the wise ! 
Stupendous book ! and (^en'd^ Night, by thee. 

By thee much open'd, I confess, O Ni^bt ! 
Tet more I wish ; but how shall I preyail ? 
Say, gentle Night ! whose modest, maideo beams 
Give us a new creation, and present 
The worlds ereit picture softened to the sight ; 
Kay, kinder far, far more indulgent still. 
Say, thou, whose mild dominion's silver key 
Unlocks our hemisphere, and sets to view 
Worids beyond number ; worlds conceal*d by day 
Behind the proud and envious star of noon I 
Canst thou not draw a deeper scene 1 — And show 
The mighty Potentate, to wh<Hn belong 
These rich regalia pompously displayed 
To kindle that h%h hope 1 Like him of UZf* 
I gaze around ; I search on ev*ry side — 
O for a glimpse of Him ray soul adores ! 
As the chas'd hart, amid the desert waste, 
Fauts for the living stream ; for Him who made her. 
So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank 
Of sublunary joys. Say, goddess 1 wherOf 
Where blazes his bright court 1 Where burns his throM? 
Thou know*8t ; for thou art near him ; by thee round 

His grand pavilion, sacred fame reports, 

The sable curtain drawn. If not, can none 

Of thy fair daughter-train, so swift of wing. 

Who travel far, discover where he dwells t 

A star his dwelling pointed out below.f 

Ye Pleiades ! Arcturus ! Mazaroth ! 

And thou, Orioo !| of still keener eye ! 

Say ye, who guide the wikler*d ia the wavet, 

And oring them out of tempest into port! 

On which hand must I bend my course to find flimt 

These courtiers keep the secret of their King; 

I wake whole nights, in vain, to steal it from them. 
i wake ; and, waking, climb nigbrs radiant scale. 

From sphere to sphere; the steps by nature set 

For man*s ascent ; at once to tempt and aid ; 

To tempt his eye, and aid his towVing thought 

Till it arrives at the great goal of all. 

« Job. t Mat ii. 2. 

^ Ifanus qfteverul cffufdlflfiMf in iht hian^0 
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Id irdent comaoi^atioB^s nif&A car, 
Fr<Nn eartlK as fron mv barrier, I set out 
How swift 1 tnount! Dimiiiiab*d earth recedes; 
1 ptm the mooo ; and, from her fkrtfaer elde, 
Fierce heaveo'i blue curtain ; strike into reoiote ; 
Where with his Hfted tube, the subtle sage 
His artificial, airv journey takes. 
And to evlestial fentthens human sight 
I pause at ev'ry planet on roy road, 
And ask for Him who gives tbeli orbs to roll. 
Their foreheads fair to shine. From Saturn's rin;. 
In which, of earths an army might be lost, 
With the bold comet, take my bolder flight. 
Amid those sor^reign glories of the akies, 
or independent, native lustre proud-, 
The sows of systems; and the lords of lifie, 
Throu^ their wide empires !— What behold I now ? 
A wilderness of wonders burning round ; 
Where larger suns inhabit Ugher spheres ; 
Perhaps the villas of descemling gotte ! 
Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun ; 
♦Tis but the threshold of the Deity; 
Or, far beneath it, I am grovMing still. 
JVor is tt strai^e : I built on a raidiake ; 
The grandeur of his works, whence folly sought 
For wd, to reason set? his glory higher ; 
Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to him) 
O where, Lorenzo! must tlie builder dwell t 

Pause, then ; and for a moment, here respire — 
If human thought can keep its station here. 
Where am 1 1 Where is earth ! — Nay, where art tbou» 
O sun t— Is the sun tum'd recluse ?— And are 
His boasted expeditions short to mine ! 
To mine, how short ! On nature's Alps 1 stand, 
And see a thousand firmaments beneath ! 
A thousand systems ! as a thousand grains ! 
So much a stranger, and so late arrived, 
How can man's curious spirit not inquire. 
What are the natives of this world sublime, 
Of this so foreign, uoterrestrial sphere. 
Where mortal natranslated, never stray *d ! 

«♦ O ye, as distant from my little home, 
** As swiftest sunbeams in an age can fly t 
*• Far from my native element 1 roam, 
" In quest of new, and wonderiUl toman. 
** What province this, of his immense donmi*, 
♦♦ Whom afi^obey t Cbr oiortats here, or gods i 
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" A colony ttom heav'n ♦ Or onlVr^-»)i* ■'*you ? 
" By freqirt visit fiU hSvw? S^^„.w I 

*« You talk, &r other thou*M. bcphanL SI!. «.^._ 
•* Thaa num. How vga-h^^ZFil ^ V^ ^^p 

^°^J?*** y<*»« Eden an abBtemiofi. r^^^ 

" Sends forth imperial butchers • hirf> fi>A» .»-_ 
- ;; Their she«>aSS sairsheertiiey* e1^^ fcSS,«v 

il?**,?*' ***° *^^« t®*» thoKaan/at S^^r^'®> 

^ »" y°"' executioners on xhwntB'! 
" With you, can rage for plunder maki^ a n^^t 
- And bloodshed wish out ev^rroSer sS^fj?^ 
;; But you, perhaps. can»t bleed^ ^^ mttl7«A«k 

Your spirits clean, are delicatfejV^d *'*^ 

" In fine-spun ether, privilesr'd to ao«^ 

*• The lot of man ! How few of human r»^ 

;; By their own mod unmSTdST'drHS,?^ ^^ 

S5 k'!3' ^^^JI^^ r^^ painfull day ^ 
" Of hardy c^wiflict o'er f Or aie you stUl 

•• Who disaflTect reversions, as with us '-- * 

" But what are wet You never heard of man 
" Or earth; the Bedtom of the unlJerse ! * 
11 ^^^ reas^omdiseas'd with you) runs mad, 
" AKd nurses Polly's children as her own • ' 

" Fond of the foulest. In the sMred nooQi 
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** or hotean, where rMsott b pro&ounc'd 

** InCiIHblet and tfaundera like a god ; 

** E*eo there, by saints, the dteaons are outdone : 

•* What these think wrong, our saints refine to rigia T 

^ And Uadly teach duU hell her own black arts ; 

** Satan, inatructed, o'er their moral smiJea. — 

** But this how strai^e to you, who know not nan t 

** Has the least rumour of our race arriv*dt 

«» Cail'd here £lijah ia bis flaming car?* 

«* Past by you the good Enoch,t on his road 

•• To thOM &ir fields, whence Lucifer was hurrd : 

** Who brush'd, perhaps, your qiheres in his descent, 

•* StaloM your pure crjrstal ether, or let fhll 

** A short eclipse from his portentous ahade? 

«'<0 ! that the fiend had lodged on some broad orb 

** AthwaKhis way; nor re^chMhis present hoate* 

*« Then blackened earth wKh footsteps fouIM in h^ 

> • Not washM in ocean, as from Rome he past, 

•* To Britahi*B isle ; too, too, conspicuous there V* 

But this is all digression; Where is He, 
That o*er bearen's battlementit the felon hurl*d» 
To groans, and chains, and darkness ? Where is fi» 
Who sees creatlon*8 summit in a vale ? 
Be, whom, while man n man, he can^t but seek; 
And if be finds, commences more than man t 
O for a telescope His throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye leam*d on earth ! or blest above ! 
Ye searching, ye Newtonian angels ! tell. 
Where your great Master's orb ! His planets wher» 
Those conscious satellites, those moraioc-stan, 
First-born of Deity ! From central lore. 
By veneraticm meet profound, thrown off; 
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in still approaching drcies, stili^remote, 
Revolving sound the sun*8 eternal Sire ! 
Or, sent m lines direct on embassies 
To nations— in what hititude ?— Beyond 
Terrestrial thought's horison !— Aiid on what 
High erraod sent?— Here human effort ends ; 
And leaves me still a stranger to his throne. 

Full weU it might ! I quite mistook my road« 
Bom in an age more curious than devout ; 
IfUyreibnd to fix the place of heaven, or hell, 
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!^ status thfcrto skun, or that setm. 
5^^«^?*i^® eurioua, but the pious path. 

K.*i JI?"***^^^' «™ fi"** »»*">• fiumWe Tore. 
^J?^ "S^r"*^ r®?^' *^eep8 the door of heaven - 
^JXi «<^«fe8^n» ^here proud BciencefaS ' 
?J?5 * ^i'i^^'^^ ^ ^e culture bf his heart; 
Aiid^not to lose bis plumnet in the depths 
ju*k1 r*V®' ^^^ "^'® proftmnd of God. 
pil?^i°i'^''' ? *" "*^°»Pt *»»at seta 
nHZ?*"** °° * *«^ei ''ith the foot 
ro fathom nature (ai-attempted here !) ■■ 
^t doubt, IS deep philosophy above- 
higher degrees in bUss archaMels tiAc. 
La deeper l«aniM; the deepest, learning ttifl. 
Tor what a thunder of Omnipotence 
[So might I dare to 8pea][ i) la seen fai aU ! 
In man ! in earth J in more amazing sWes ! 
Tejching this le^pn, pride is iS to Swtt- 
'. S°* ,?/^^y to discern, not mych to know. 

Mankind was born to wonder, and adore." 
TCi^ili**'**^? ^^^ *»' ^^^^ wonder, gtm, 
Tban that whjcb struck us fipom our past aurreys 1 
Yes ; and for deeper adoration teo, ""•^▼«7» 

jTOm my late airy travel unconfin'd, 
^ve I leam'd nothing? Yes, Lorenzo! Tbia- 
Eaeh of these stars is a religioua house : 
I saw their altars smoke^tbeir incense rise. 
And heard hoeamiahs ring through ev^rvsohere 
A seminary fraught with ftiturcgods. 
«atwe all o'er is consecrated ground, 
Teeming with growths immortal, and (fitine 
The great Proprietor'^ aH-bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing waste bat sows these fiery iWdj 
witbsee^ of reason^ which to virtues rise ^^ 
Beneath his genial ray ; and, if escap»d 
The peatilenthd blasts of stubborn will, 
When grown mature, are gathered for the ski€& 
And » devotion tiiought too much on earth. 
When beingB aosuperior, homage boast, 
And triumph inprostrationa tothe Thronet 

But wherefore more of phmets, or Ofstaral 
Ktnereal journies, and discovert there, 
T«a thousand woridi, ten thousand ways dgtwt: 
^^tM«8«n?]fl«incen8etothethroii, ^ 

Biceps ttttboUIXmasofrclourapiwr^^ 
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Oi>*aliir th« iqImb* soureei of j&y soid. 

Since Ihave poured, Uk« Mga^dvrklaoug, 

My flowioi Dumben e*er the flaniBg skiesy 

Nor see, or Taacy, or of ftet, wtot nore 

Invitee the muee— Here torn we and reviev 

Out putnocturail uindscape wide : — tlieo eajr, 

8«y, then, U»refiBO ! witb wb«t kwsC of havt. 

Toe whole, at once, revolxiag in liit thoqglit, 

Mmt man exclaim, adorinc, and, ^hast, 

'* O what a root •' O what a branch iahere I 

** O what a hther ! what a EuBfly ! 

** Worlds ! svstems ! and ereatmis T— .Aad enttioah 

** In one anlomerated cluster himg, 

** «Orett vitte ! on thee, on Thee the clqater hangii 

«« The filial duster i ii^itel^ spread 

** In flowing slottes , with various being fMoght ; 

** And drinks (nectareous draught (> imnovtal life; 

*' Or, shall I say (for who can say OMu^ f) 

** A constellation often thousandgems? 

** AndOfOfwhatdimenaoons ! ofwhatweightt 

< ' Set in one signet, tames on the right hmvl 

** Of Majesty DiTine ! The blaziagseai^ 

«• That deepl/ stampa, od all created miodi^ 

** Indelible, Hisaoy'reigDattribates. 

" Omnipotence, and Love ! Thftt, passing bound 

** And this surpassine that Nor stop we here^ 

*' For want of pow^r in God, butthought m man. 

*' E*en tbia acknowledged leaves us still in d^M ; 

*' If greater aught, that greater aU is thiae, 

'• Dread Sire !— Accept this miniatured Tbee; 

** And pardon an attei^t ttem mortri thotKht, 

*' In which archang^ might havefcil*d iiHAaai*<t^ 

How such ideas of th* Almighty's pow*r. 
And such ideas of th* Alw^y*s plan, 
( ideas not absurd) distend the thought 
Of feeble mortals ! nor of them alone 1 
The fulness of the Deity breaks ibrth 
In incoBceivables to men andgotte. 
Think, then, O think; nor ever drop the tlioi^«; 
How low must man deecead, when gods •dorel'^ 
Have I not, then, aoconplifsh'd my |HKNid faoaat ? 
DUi I not tell thee, ** We would meuBt Lereoso! 
** AndkinAeourdevotkmattbestars?** 

And have I fail'd ?— And did I flatter tbee ? 
And art at) adamant f And dott <^aAite 

> I '■'■ I ' i | « i ■■ i \ m i l - 

Digitized by Google 



THIS CONSOLATION. 211 

All iirgM, with one irrefragable smBe ? 

Xjoreazo ! Mirth hoiriBiserable here ! 

Bwear by the stars, by H I M who made them, rwear» 

Thy heart, henceforth, shall be as pare as they : 

Then thou, like them, shalt shue ; like them snalt ris* 

From low to lofty : from obscure to bright ; 

By due gradatioo, nature's eacred law. 

The stars from whence ? — Ask chaoa — He can teU. 

These bright temptattoas to idolatry. 

From darkness and confusion, took their birth : 

Sons of d^rmity ! From fluid dregs 

Tartarean, first they rose to masses rude ; 

And then to spheres opaque ; then dimly sfao&e; 

Then brightenM ; then blaE'd out in perfect da|r. 

Nature delights in progress ; in ad vance 

From worse to better : but, wheominds ascend, 

Frogr^s in part, depends upoi>^them8e]Te8. 

Heav'n aids exertion : greater makes the great : 

The voluntary little lessens more. 

O be a man , and thou Shalt be a god ! 

And half self made !— Ambition how divine ! 

O tbouambitbus of disgrace alone I 
Still imdevout ! Unkindled '.—Though high Uught,. 
SchooVd by the skies ; and pupil of the stars ; 
Hank coward to the fashionable world ! 
Art thou asham*d to bend thy knee to heaven ? 
Curst fume of pride, exbal'd from deepest hell ; 
Pride in relfeion is man's highest praise. 
Benton destruction *. and in love with death ! 
Not all these luminaries, qnencb'd at once, 
Were half so sad, as one benighted mind, 
Wbieb gropes for happiness, and meets despair. 
How^ iJke a widow, m her weeds the night, 
A.mid her glimmering tapers, silent sits T 
How sorrowful, how desolate, she weeps 
Perpetual dews, and saddens nature's scene f 
k scene naore sad sin makes the darkened soul, 
till comfort kills, nor leaves one spark alive. 

Though Uind of heart, still open is thine eye : 
fV'hy such magnificence in all thou seest t 
)f matter's grandeur, know, one end is this, 
To teU the rational who gazes «i it— 
' Though that immensely great, stitl greater He, 

Whose breast, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 

Unburden'd, nature's universal scheme ; 

Can g;ra8p creation with a single thought : 
• Creation siaH>» vai fiot exclude itM &ire."-«-» 
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To tell hiiA Atfther ^ It behoves him much 

** To guird the Importuit, yet depeoding fate 
•• Of betng, brighter thtn a thousaod suns I 

*' One single ray of thought outBhines them alL** 

And if man bears obedient, soon be*ll soar 
Hupertor heights, and on his purple wing, 
His porple wing bedropp*d with eyes^ eold, 
Risii^ where thought is now denied to rise. 
Look down triunwbant on these dazzling spheres. 

WhT then persist !— No mortal ever liv»d 
But, dying, he pronouoc'd (when words are true) 
Thewh(rfe that charms thee, absolutely insin; 
Vain, and ter worse ! — ^Think thou with dying memt 
O condescend to think as angels think ! 
O tolerate a chance for happiness ! 
Our nature such, ill choice ensures ill fate: 
And hell had been, though there had been no God. 
Dost thoQ not know, my new astronomer ! 
Earth turning from the sun, brings night to man ! 
Mtn turning from bisOod, brings endless mght; 
Where thou canst read no morals, find no friend. 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 
How deep the darkness ! and the groan how loud ! 
And Cur, bow fhr trom lambent are the flam^ ! 
Such is Lorenzo's purchase ! such his praise ! 
The proud, the politic. Lorenzo*s praise ! 
Though in his ear, anil levelPd at his heart, 
IVe half read o*er the Tolume of the skies. 

For think not thon hast heard all this firom me; 
My song but echoes what great nature speaka. 
What has she spoken? Thus the goddess spoke, 
I'hus speaks for ever : — '* PlacM at Nature^ head, 
•♦ A Sov*reini, which o'er all things rolls hh eye, 
** Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 
<' Rut, above all, diliuses endtess good; 
** To whom for sure redress, the wroogM may fty ; 
** The Tile R>r mercy; and the painM for peine; 
" By whom the various tenants of these spheres, 
'* Diversified in fortunes, place, and powers, 
" RaisM In et^oyment, as in worth fbey rise 
" Arrive at length (if worthy such approach) 
'' Atthatblestfountaio-faead.from which they ttreta; 
" Where conflict past redoubles present joy; 
*' And present .joy looks forward on Increase ; 
" And that on more ; on period ! ev*ry step - 
*' A double boon ! a promise, and a bliss.** 
Bow easy sits this scheme ea huKiA h#erts! 
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suits their mAe ! it sooths their vast 4^ire8 ; 
issioD in t>Ieaa*d, and reason asks no more ; 
'is rational ! 'Tis great !— But what is thine ? 
darkens ! shocks ! excruciates ! and confounds ! 
eaves us quite naked, both of help and hope, 
inking from bad to worse ; few years, the Sport 
f fortune ; then, the morsel of despair. 
Say, then, Lorenzo ! (for tliou know*st it well) 
That's vice ? Mere want of compass in our thought 
eligion, what?— The proof of common sense ; 
fow art thou hooted, where the last prevails ! 
I it my fault, if these truths call thee fool ? 
.nd thou Shalt never be miscaird by me. 
an neither shame, nor terror, stand thy IHend t . 
.nd art thou still an insect in the mire 1 
Lovr, like thy euardiao angel, have I flown; 
>natch*d thee from earth; escorted thee throu^ dl 
Ph* ethereal armies ; walk'd thee, like a god, 
Through splendours of first magnitude, arranged 
)n either band; clouds thrown beneath thy feet; 
!^l08e-cruis*d on the bright paradise of Godf; 
Aiod almost introduced thee to the throne ! 
^nd art thoi: "ti?? **«»m".i'^»Tt* *'fr <^fK»ht, 
HLiBkpQi.'i. ■'■■■.■ ' ■ "if^re *TOlh» 

ftnj thea at3ljs.iLUrL- iniij Lnuij p^j,ij : 

i'obein]^ nf«t)bUmep JEpmoriaE mike. 
Hot* aliockJQS is bH jay, whos^ pxid » iijre \ 
^uchinv niffrii ^bockhi^ 3 till, the more it rtjarms *. 
4nd dost liioii (fhooflP wl]at eada^ ere veil berun, 
Aod iiifammis, ajf sliort ! And rtoKt thou choasie 
Thou, to wtinse iis3at*> i\{iry is to jsirijft) 
^Q Tflade Into perdititJnn thfough contempt, 
jVot of poor l«£oti onJy, imt thy o^nf 
Kor I bsve (jeep'd inio thy cOTe^d b^art, 
lull stoa \l tiliuh tienesth :i lHD«2t[ijl brow ; 

ii>aiciMCG [s but il'jEJibLedi nttt ctt'itroy^d. 
O tbou mofl surful being, and roof^t vmin ! 
Thy \*i[\ Ikiw frail ! How ^oHous ia thy pOTierl 
Thouih dreid eternity Isas sown htr eeeJa 
OrbiUj, ud wo, in thy dtspolic hreaat; 
Tboti^l^b hej^epi. aod b'allt depend upoo thy choice 
A buiLK'rtly cotne^ crttsa. ^Dd bQth are Aeil^ 
U thid tb^ picture of ■ mtloml } 
Ttus horrid 'una-'^e^ ^h^H it be meet just! 
IjOFflQitii J KoE It cuRoot^^hail ucvt be, 
If l&ere u forei Ia rewt«D , cr? i£> Ktbuilit 
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Ctanttd besMth tke gllttpras of the moon, 
A Btgic, at tUi ptoneUiy hoar. 
When slttnber k>ck8 the general tip, and dremm 
Thfoucb aeoteless mazes hunt aoulB uninspired. 
Attend— -The saered myBteries begin — 
Mf solemn nigiit-horn actjuration hear : 
Hear, and Til rabe thy spirit from the dust; 
While the stars gaze on this enchantment new ; 
Enchantment not infernal, but divine i 

** By silence, deatb*s peculiar attribute ; 
** By darlcness, gviH*s inevitable doom ! 
** t^ darkness, and by silence, sisters dread ! 
*' That draw the curtain round niglit's ebon tferonei 
** And raise ideas, solemn as the scene I 
'* By night, and all of awful night presents 
" To thought or sense (of awful much, to both, 
*^ The BoddoAs brings !) By these her trembling fires, 
^ Like vesta's, ever buraing ; and, like hers, 
** Sacred to thoitthti immaculate, and pure ! 
'* By these bright orators, that prove, and praise, 
•» And press thee to revere the DEtTT ; 
<• Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever*d a white, 
** To reach his throne; «8 stages of the soul, 
** Through which, at diff*reDt periods, she shnll psssy 
*' Refining gradual, for her final height, 
^* And pornng off some dross at ev*ry sphere f 
<* By this dark pall thrown o*er the silent World ! 
*' By the world's kings, and kingdoms, moat reaown'd, 
*' From short ambition's zenith set for ever ; 
** Sad presage to vain boasters, now in Uoom t 
•' By the long list of swift mortality, 
** From Adam downward to this evening knell, 
" Which midnight waves in fency** startled eyei 
** And shocks her with an hundred centuries, i 

** Round death's black banner throog'd in human thot r 
** By thou<!aDd8, now resigning their last breath. I 

** And calling thee — wert thou so wise to hear! 
** Bv tombs o'er tombs arising; human earth 
*< ^ected, to make room for— human earth ; 
*« The monarch's terror *■ and the sexton's trade! 
** By pompous obeequSes, that shun the day, 
** The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 
*' Which makes poor man's humiliation proad; 
** Boast of our ruin ! Triunq>h of our dust ! 
^ By the danm vault that weq>s o'er royal bones ; 
** And the pale lamp that shows the ghastly dead. 
^ More ghastly, tlkrongh the thick iacambtnl ^oem! 
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«« By TisHs (if there are) from dtrker scenes, 
** Tbe gUdk^ sceptre ! and tbe groaning grave t 
•* By groans, and graTes, and miseries that groan 
<( For the gravels shelter ! By despon<&ig men, 
«* Senseless ta pains of death, from pangs of gidlt ! 
'* By guilt's last audit ! By yon moon in blood, 
**' Tbe rocking firmament, the falling stars, 
^ And thunder's last discharge, great nature's kaell 1 
** By second chaos : and eternal night" — 
Be wise— Nor let Philander blame my charm; 
But own not iU-dlscharg'd my double debt, 
Iiove to the living; duty to tbe dead. 

For Icnow, Tm but executor; he left 
This moral legacy ! I make It o'er 
By his command ; Philander hear in me ; 
And heaven in both-^If deaf to these, Oh ! hear 
Florella's tender voice ; his weal depends 
Oa tbv- resolve ; it trembles at thir choice : 
For bis sake— love thvself : Exatnpie strikee 
All human hearts; a bad example more; 
More still a Other's ; that ensures his ruin. 
As parent of his being, wouldst thou prove 
Th* unnatural par^it of his miseries. 
And make him curse the being which thou gav'st? 
Is this the blesEing of so fond a fa^r? 
If careless of Lorenzo ! spare, Oh ! spare, 
Florello's father, and Philander's friend ; 
Florello's fsther luin'd, ruins him ; 
And from Philander's friend the world expects 
A conduct, no dishonour to tbe dead. 
Let passiOD cU>, whal n<H>ler motive should ; 
Let love, and emulation, rise In aid 

To reason ; and persuade thee to be— blest. 
This seems not a request to be denied ; 

Tet (such th' infatuation ot mankind !) 

*Tis tbe most hopeless, man can make to man. 

Shall I, then, rise in argument, aud warmth; 

And urige Philander's posthumous advice. 

From topics yet unbroach'd? 

But, Oh ! I faint I My spirits fail !— Nor strange I 

Bo lionR on wing, and in no middle dime ; 

To which my great Creator's glory call'd ; 

And calls— but, now, in vain. Sleep's dewy wand 

Has strok'd my drooping lids, and promises 

My IcMjg arrear.of rest ; the downy god 

(wont to return with our returning peace) 

Wtil pt^t ere loos* and bless me wttb repose. 



zodbyClOOgIC 



SM THE CplffflOLATION. I9ighi IT. 

HasU, ktite, tweet stnoger I frooi the peasanrs cot; 
The 8fiip-boy*8 hammoct, or tbeioldiers straw. 
Whence sorrow never chased tbee ; with thee brins, 
Not hideous visions, as of late ; bnt draughts 
Delicious of well-tasted» cordial, rest; 
Man*8 rich restorative ; his balmy bathr 
That supples, lubricates, and keens in plav. 
The TariouB SBOvements of this nice raachinef 
Whicb asks such frequent periods of repair. 
rWhen tir'd with vain rotations of the dayX 
r Sleen winds us up for the succeeding dawn i%k 
c Fresh we spm on, till sickness clogs our wheell!^^ 
i Or death quite breaks the spring and metioa eods,^ 
^ When will it end with me?. ^Jj ^ % V 

T-f- — ** Thou only know'st !^ ^ jT! _^ . 



' Thou ! whose broad eye> the futiffe, and the past; 
** Joins to the present, making one of three 
** To mortal thought ! Thou knowM, and thou akmer 
** ^Mmowing ! AU unknown ! And yet w^ known ! 
** Kear, though remote ! and, though unfhitemM felt!' 
** And though invisiUe for ever seen 
** And seen mall! The great and th& minute ; 
** Each globe above^ with iti gigantic race, 
** Each flower, each leaf, with Its smaH peopleswanB*a - 
** (Those puny vouchers oi Omnipotence !) 
•• To the first thought, that asks * From whence V de- 
clare 
** Their commooi source. Thou fountain-running o*er 
** In rivers of communicated joy ! 
•« Who gav*st us speoch for far. far humbler tiiemes '• 
«* Say, by what name sbaU I presume to call 
** Him I see burning in these countiess suns, 
•« As Moses in the bush.* Illustrious mind ! 
•* The wh(deereati<ni. lees, for less, to thee» 
•* Than that to the creation's ai^ple round. 
•• How shall I name thee ?— Horw my labouring soul 
•* Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth 1 

•* Great system of perfection J Mightv cause 
«• Of causes mighty ' came uncaused ! »o]e root 
•• Of nature, that luxuriant growth of God ! 
- First father of effects ! that progeny 
**- Of CD' Hess series ; where the golden chains ^ 
** Last link admits a period, who can tell t 
•^ Father of aU that is, or heard, or hears ! 

Jtftf . Sfi. a. 
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'^ Father of all that Is, or seen, or sees! 

" Father of all that is, or shall arise I 

** Father of this immeasurable mass 

'* Of matter multiform ; or deoset or rare ; 

"Opaque, or lucid ^ rapid, or at rest; 

" Minute, or passing bound ! In each extreme 

** Of like amaze, and mysterv, tomaa. 

" Father of these bright millions of the night! 

" Of which the least full godhead h^d proclaimed, 

** And thrown the gazer on his knee — Or, say, 

" Is appellation higher still, thy choice? 

*• Father of matter^s temporary lords ! 

" Father of spirits! NoUer offspring ! sparlcs 

*• Of higk paternal glory ; rich-endowM 

" With various measures, and with various modes 

'* Of JnytllU'ii !■■ I-- !i/i.'.i:, ,1 : l.i-iifls 

" ThP durk of matler cr^ank'd (the Trafe 

'^ Of all created; spirit 5) beiniEi, tlialTJs* 

** Eiicik oter oUter in Ruperior li^ht, 

'" Til) tbelaet ripeai into Uiitre atmog. 

" Of next approach to ffOiJhtiiiL]. F tithe r fond 

•^* tF»i' fonder t]ian c* fir bore Ihat ntme tin eartli) 

"■ Of ii]teller:tual heia^ ■: beinjii Ucet 

" With pow'r^ j,ot>lt:&!!« thse^ not of pM^ive ply 

* To law a they Jtaow eqi; beJnfiii lod^'d in leatii 

'* or w e^ll- adapted jo ^fl, Indlil'rcDt domes 

*■ Of this Jipppfial pTilai?« for thy Bona ; 

*' Of this pTOUfI, ptjpulou^i Wftll-tiolifledT 

** Tfaouisli boundless babittntion, plmin'd by theei 

'" Whose BtiversJ: fhiiR their leveral climates suit; 

" Aod iracBiJi^iiidonT <bublle?»s, vio^M de^troy. 

J' Or, oh^ induij^e, J di mortal KJh^n' InUuJgts 

" A title Icis 3i]gu§t miJefldT but more 

** Bndesriiig; ah ■ liOw sweet ij; human Cait, 

" S«re;et in oar cars^ &nd triumph In our b£vlf * 

" Fatfyirr qf imm&jiatUy t<i man ! 

" A ttierns tltat* laU'ly^et my soul on fire — 

"* Antl tbou tJie Beit 1 >'el c^^uul 1 Thoih by it hem 

"- Tint bleesiirg wm cnnvey'd ^ far more ! waa hoi^ttU 

*^ Ineftable tti* price ! bjf wUoid sJI worliia 

*■ Wero tnnde; aod opn^ rsdeccnM I iUittriou9 ligUt 

"■ From Ti^ht [lliistrmii!? 1 Thou whck^e t^vl power 

'* Finite iii litnep Lul iaHnitt? in ipnce, 

-•■ On more than udaiuafltine bafliii Os^d^ 
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•« 0*«r more, far more, than diadems and thronee, 

•' InviolafalT reigns ; the dread of gods ! 

«* Aad, Oh ! the friend of man ! beneath whoeeibot, 

«* And by the mandate of wboee awfiil nod^ 

«• AU regions, revolationst fOTtunes, Ikte6» 

«* Of hi|h, of low. of mind, and matter, roil 

•' Tbrqu^ the short channels of expiring dm«,. 

*•*■ Or shoreless ocean of eternity, 

«• Calm, or tempestuous <as thy Spirit breatbee) 

» * In absolute subjection !— And, O Thou 

*' The glonous third \\ distinct, not separate! 

'* Beaming from both ! tvith botlk incorporate ! 

'* And (strange to tell !) incorporate with duat ! ] 

" By condesceMion, as thy glory, gre^t, 

** EtabrinM in man 1 Of human hearts, if pure, 

'« Divine inhabitant I The tie divine 

** Of hearen wHh distant earth ! by whom I trtnt. 

♦» (If not inspir'd) uneensurM this address 

«• To thee, to them — To whom 7-^itfysterioiiB Powerl 

♦* Reveal'jd— y.et uoreTcal'd! Darkness in Ujghti 

** Number in unity ! our joy ! our dread ! 

•« The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin ! 

*' That animates all right, the triple sun .' 

** Sub of the soul 1 her never-seUing sun ! 

•* Triune, unutteraUe, imconceiv^d, 

" AbscMiding, yet demonstrate, great God ! 

'' Greater than greatest ! better than the best!' 

" Kinder than kmdestt with soft pity'ff eye, 

*' Or (stronger still to speak it) with thine own» 

*' From thy bright home, from that high firmament^. 

♦' Where thou, from all eternity, last dwelt; 

«« Bey<md archangels' unassisted ken ; 

«' From far above what mortals highest call ; 

*< From elevation's pinnacle ! Look down, 

** Through— what? ConfouD<&ig ihtervaj .' throoghill, 

<* And more thau-lab'ring fimcy can conceire, 

'* Through radiant ranks of essences unknown; 

*' Through hierarchies from hierarchies detack^dv 

•*. Round various banners of Omnipotence, 

«« With endless clwnge of rapt'rous duties firM; 

•* Through wondrous lieingB mterposlng swanm,^ 

•« All clustering at the call, to dwell in thee \ 

«« Tbrou^ this wide waste of wwlds ; this vista vagt;, 

** All sanded o'er with suns ; suns turn'd to night 

** Before thy feeUest beam— Look down, down,'dowa 
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♦• On a poor breathing particle in dust, 

'* Or lower— an immortal in his crimes. 

** His crimes forgiTe ; foi^ve his virtues too ! 

** Those smaller faults, hi^-cooverts to the right' 

** Nor let me close these eyes, which never more 

*' May see the sun (though nigbt^s descending scale 

^ Now weighs up morn) uopitted and uoblessM ! 

** In thy dtepleasure dwells eternal pain ; 

'* Faiu, our aversion ; pain, which strikes me now; 

** And since all pain is terrible to man, 

•* Though transient, terrible; at thy good hour, 

•* Gentlv, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 

*' My cky-cold bed ! by nature, now, so near^ 

** Bf nature, near; still nearer by disease! 

** Till then, be this an emblem of my grave : 

" Let it out-preach the preacher; ev*ry night 

•* Let it out-cry the boy at Phiiip»a* ear ; 

«* That tongue of death ! That herald of the tomb .' 

" And when (the shelter of thy wkig implored) 

** My senses sooth'd, shall sink in soft r^ose-; 

** O sink this truth still deeper in my soul, 

•» Suggested by my pillow, signed by ftite, 

** First, in fate*8 volume, at the page of man— 

*♦ JJfon'* sickly sotU, though htnCd and tots'd.for evtr 

** From aid€ U side, can rett o» nought Imt thet ; 

** Herty in full trust ; kwtafttr, infuUjoji; 

** On thee, the promised, sure, eternal dowir- 

** Of Spirits, toird in travel throuch this va^ 

♦* Nor of that pillow shaU my soul despond; 

«* For— Love almighty ! Love almighty ! (Sing, 

•• Exult creation;) Love alnrighty, reigns! 

** That death of death ! That cordial of despair ! 

** And loud eternity's triumphant song ! 

** Of whom no more :— For, O thou Patron God;t 
*' Thou Ood and mortal ! Thence more God to man 1 ' 
^tfttn*s theme eternal! Man*8 eternal theme! 
'* Thou canst not 'scape uainjur'd from our praise. 
** Uninjured from .our praise can he escape, 
•* Who, disembosomed from the Father, bows 
" The heaven of heavens, to kiss the distant earthi ' 
** Breathes out in agonies a sinless soni ! 
" Against the cross, death's iron sceptre breaksl 
** From fanush'd ruin plucks her human prey; 
** Throws wide the gate celestial to his io«s ! 

• Phmp, king tfMaudom. 
\JttusQhtisL: 
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*• Their gratitude for siich t bonodlesv deM» 

«* Deputes their suiTriiig brothers to receive ! 

u ^a, if deep httnu guilt in parmentftiBsf 

<' Aa <leeper guiit prohibitB our demair ! 

•* Ei^^na it, as our duty to rejoicef 

" And (to close all) omnipotently kind, 

*» *Taku W* delights amomg the tout 9f mm. fbcav V 

"Whut wnrJs lire tbwe ' — Atid did they come frO» 
jln<JT«*Te ihey spokr to JiAn ? Togyilt? man ? 
Wlut &r(? Ill llly5t&^J^s to love ilU (IjhI 
Thft BOHg af nupjEls, itli the tneJoi^fii 
Of chomt foJ*. VT^ wafl«i1 in the sound ; 
Keal anil exh'iiiratc tbe bmltpn lieirt, 
Tbouft' ijluJiJ?'d before, in licrmrs JarM aa ji0]l% i 
Ilk h prflibatKMi of caiisuntftnate joy \ 
JJtir wiit wfi diiijotoiioii tn J-e Wesa*d 

ThH Bflftl fffftrl of tbf mf^rtJ iDURe, 
Hnw justlyi^ OtkJ ? Kor for me nipne: 
For fl 1 1 1 hmt reu rj , w h at fijj Ir'n of a itppOirt, 
Wbat ^tkhts of Codsolatiuii, cwwiKBy 9<>iig - 

T tie El f^rew eJi niiglit ! of darlLDCie noif no more l 
Joy [treats; fcliines i triuiapti^^ tia etemfti day. 
fEiali tiiat whitti rises out of noi]|ht vomploja 
Of a few ft* I ii T |i4 W T¥ itti en dleae pyB T 
My soul- heoceforth, ia iweetwl unkjajwio 
Tt* two support* of bum an bappinesa, 
Wbicbsome ^frmceifi]* Ihiiik eon ftftTcr mefth 
*i>ne Uslu ef Jiie. uoil ronstwit tbougbt of d«lhi 
The tbouthr of die nth, sole victor of Its dread- 
Hope be tby joy > ^in J prob sly t n j s}i ill ; 
Tisy patron He* wttose ulaflem \i^ i^VGgp^o, 
¥ori KeiBH qfbeaveii; filemityi IhyprlEe; 
And Teavi^ the racers df the world tlitir own, 
^^^ct^ reaUicr, and tbalr froth, for BniSIe^a loilS: 
They pfwi with alJ for ih^l ffbich id not hreatf; 
TJiey Biortily, lliesr slarv^i oct T^eajtti, ftsuti power; 
iijiil laii^h LE^'Ncuriit tbE uiolis ttiHt aifD at indre. 
H f> w lu lJ it u - ; i J- tt . 1 ii te < ' -.^ II i I M ,'roiij f arf.h . 

^y,.. ... V9.) 

Iiooti back, astonish*d, on the ways of nea. 
Whose lives* whole dria Is to forget their fgtvw^ 
And when our present privilege Is past. 
To scourge us with due sense ef its abuse, 
Tke same astoaishmeot will seiae us all. 

• Prw, Cluip, TJii. 31. 1 7%«C<»wotaf«»» 
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JT»^!n!!l^°m "^^P*^ ^' "^^^^^ preserve us now. 
Lorenzo ! His not yet too late : Lorenzo ! 
Sejze wisdom, ere 'tis torment to be wise- 
TL bat IS, seize wisdom, ere she seizes tbe^ 
For what, my small philosopher ! is hell' 
witS^i'SF' ''"*• *""^,knowledge of the triith. 
When truth, resisted long, is sworn- our foe" 
And calls eternity to do her right ^» 

A ^ o1^' ^^J^9,^^^ «Jding intellectual light, 
A «H Jl'^fK^^i?^^"*'® ^'hisp'ring truth, divine. 
And truths divine converting pain to peace 
My song the midnight raven hSs outwWM:' 
And shot, ambiUous of unbounded scen^ 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world. 
Her gloomy flight. But what aavils the ffijtht 
Of fancy, when our hearts remain below '' 
Virtue abounds in flatterers, and foes • * 
^TiB pride, to praise her; penance to Worm 
To more than words, to more thairworth^Mnp 
Lorenzo I rise, at this auspicious hour • ""«"«*• 

w°h.?n Tiiri^Sn •^T'^il'* ^* intimateVith man 
When, like a felling star, the ray divine 
Glides swift into the bosom of the just • 
And just are all, determin'd to reclahn': 
Which sets that title high, within thy rjacb 
Awake then: Thy Philander calls : Awake • 
Thou, who Shalt wake, when the creation sleeps ^ 
When like a taper, all these suns expire • ^ ' 
When time, like him of Gaza* in his wrath 
Plucking the pillars that support the world* 
to nature's ample ruins lies intomb'd ; ' 
Andmidnight, universal midnight, reigns. 

• SamoHt Judges xvi. 29, 40, 
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itoDRESS to death, 9 ; to the great and indolent, 20 ; 
to the lilies, 33; to the aged, 42; to God, 44, 45, 
179, 181, 216, 217; to iuddels, 47, 181 ; to the 
ocean, 142; to the day of judgment, 174; to the 
stars and their supposed inhabitants, 186, 194; to 
'night, 206; to man, 213; to Jesus Christ, liii); to 
Lorenzo to awake, 221 . 

Adjuration, solemn, 217. 

Afflictions, beneficial, 178. 

Age and disease, harbingers of death, 40. 

Allegory on sleep, 5; on time, 18; on aged trees, 44; 
on the end of life, 45; on learning, 65. 

Altamont, death of, 69. 

Ai^itibn and avarice, their influence, 90, 91 ; the 
true, 90; proof of immortality , 113. 

Aogelq and men compared, 53. 

Annihilation, absurdities of, 123. 

Art, bad effects of , 6 1 . 

Astrology, the true, 191. 

Author's prayer for himself, 218. 

Bell, striking of the, its import, 6. 
Bible, reading of, advised, 134, 154. 
Bliss, earthly, its instability, 9. 
Brutes, how superior to man, 112. 

Gbristian, his dignity, 58 ; compared to a ship at sea, 
161 ; difierence between him and worldly men, 

Christ's crucifixion, 46; his life> death, &c. prooft of 
immortality, 48. 

Clouds, beautifuUy described, 181. 

Complaint of a good man on the idea of no future ex- 
istence* 120. . .. J . 

Cbnscience, treachery of, 20; its power whence deri^ 
ved, 131. 

Conversation, benefits of, 25. 

Gre&UoDf iti eod iouaort^itr) 128. 
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Day of judgment described, 173. 

Dead, folly of lamenting them, 7 ; crime of Tiolatiaf, 
34. 

Deatbt danger of sudden, 16 ; of Christ, its great ad- 
vantages, 52; antidote against the fear of, 76; its 
ditferent forms, 78; view of, 172 

Death-bed of the just, 28; of friends, finely described, 
72. 

Deception, contempt of, recommended, 146 ; how to 
be rendered iinnecessary, 146. 

Deluge described, 172. 

Devil, his sentence, 175. 

Discontent proves man immortal, 107. 

Disease, the bai^ioger of death, 40. 

Diversions censured, 17. 

Dreams a proof of immortality, 7. 

Earth, not tol>e trusted in, S3r compared with eter- 

nHy, 97. 
Epitaph on the human raceinipposins no future exist- 

ence, 124. 
IBtemity described, 97. 
Evening, a summer**, 29. 
Kvils, natural, beneficial, 99. 
Bxpcriencc corrects pride, 65. 

Faith dissipates the fear of death, 67. 

Fame, vanity of, 39; description, 114. 

Fear, of a future state, proves its reality, 134. 

Firmament described, 191. 

Florello, story of, U3. 

Folly contrasted with wisdom, 57. 

Fortune, its inutility to the r-icl^ed, 160. 

Free-thinking, true, delined, 128. 

Friends, their value, 9, 20 ; miracles on earth, 31 ; fiat 

description of their death, 65. 
Friendship, how preserved, 21. 
Funerals, pompous, described, 209. 
Future state, complaint supposing none, Ii5. 

Glory, true, defined, 141. 

God sublimely described, 45 ; from what cause adored» 

126 ; Tiis decrees vindicated, 172. 
Grave described, 6; a bell if no future State* 118. 
Greatness, true, described, 141. 
Grief the school of wisdom, 60. 
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H^piiiMf* ptueatt in eanest of future p«io, 7- 
__ where onlv to be found, 20; true, define^]. 1S3. * 
Health of mind described, 152. ^^ 

Heavens, starry, questions arisioc flrow a Tiew of. 19K 
HeU described, 167, 216. 
Hope, different kiadi of, 109 ; a proof of {mmortallty,. 

Hours past, wiadom of recalling them to memory^ 19. 

Idleness, the bane of the soul, 13. 

Ills proceed from nan, 173 ; their intent, )74. 

Imagination, follies of, 164. 

Immortality, described, 81 ; its influence on the soul; 

87. ' 

Infiuicy, described, 138. 
Infidehty, cause of, lie. 
Infidels resemble the devil, 129. 
Instinct in animals superior to reason in man, 1 tr. 
Joy, ilidse, 144 ; true, 149. 

Xissing the Pete's toe. ridicuIM, 159. 

Xoowledse, virtue, &e. evils on the system of infidetb^ 

119. 

liaughter, half immoral, 154. 

Ijeaming described, 60 ; true, 71. 

Xjife, various evils of, 10; length, how to be computed ^ 

76. 
Love and j<^, the essence of heaven, 125. 
I^ysander and jlspasia, their story, 81. 

Man, complicated nature of, 6; good, cbaracterisBsd,. 

32; cause of his misery, 79; his heart descrOw^ 

109; melancholy picture of, 213. 
Ifinisters of God described, 187. 
Miracles, de&iedy 195; their use, 19€^ 
Moon's influence <m tte tides, IS5. 
Morality, defined, 58. 

Karcissa, her death and character, 30.. 

Nature compared with man, 99. 

iKeeessity, doctrine (tf, disapproved, 133. 

Kight described, 5, 181, 185, S05; pre-emiiie&ee OTcr 

dav 62,185. 
Ifobility, wealth, &c. vanity of, 44. 

ObligationB, null on the ptaa Of iafidel^, 121* 
Oceui, deieribed, 142. 
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PMskMis, iT^ndeur of, 111 ; origin, 117. 

Fitieiiee ind resignaiioo, supports of humaa peM<, 

160. 
PttriotisiD and bravery, chimerical trithout a future 

state, 109. 
Peace and pleature, whence derived, 147. 
Philander, effects of bis last akh, 12 ; death, 24. 
PUIosopbera, heatbeo, praised, 190; their doctrinei, 

190. 
Piety, its blesfina, 153. 
Pleasure and pide, how reconciled, 61 ; oHgljii 151; 

prohibited by conscience, unnatural, 1M« 
Poetry and prose, affinity, 61. 
Praise, effects of the love of, 113. 
Prayer, an asylum in trouble, IW. 
Prince, a truly great, defined, 93. 
Pursuita, human, vanity of, 8. 

Questions, not to be solved witboaHmmortalltj, US'. 
Quietism, what, 55. 

Reason, a proof of Immortality; 108 ; expUined^ 136: 
Kedem^ion, descant on, 47. 
ReflectHM), benefits of, 23. 
Religion, btessings of, 52. 
Ruin of man, from himself, 133. 

Scale of beings, loa 

Scriptures, their vahie, 139; why contemned by mi' 

dels, 154. . 
Seasons, described, 99. 
Belf-knowled^, the highest -wisddm, S2. 
8hame, ^hy implanted in man, 113. 
Hinner, hardened, his wretched state, 170. i 

Skies, prove the beii% of God, 183. 
Solitude, its advantages, 30 ; the companion of aafetf, 

62. 
Sorrow, the common lot of mankind, II. 
Soul, its immortality proved by dreams, 7; for what 

end created, I0r. 
Speech, its advantages, 25. 
Spirits, departed, their thoughts of men, 290. 
Starry heavens, ben^t of viewing, 184. 
Stars, bow kept in thek places, 193; distance from the 

earth, aoi. 
Suicide, Ebglish prone to, €9}.sprios9 firom despiui^ 

Sunerstitioo, cruel, 33. 
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Tears, different sources, 71. 

Thought of death, advantageous, 33: serious, its im- 
portance, 167. 
Time, end described, 175; meeting with eternity, 178. 
Tombs, instruct, 66. 
Truth, described, 59. 

Understanding, its use, fee. 95. 
T:ice defined, 213. 

"Warnings, their use, 23. 
"Wealth, true, described, 94; 
Wisdom, advantages of, 164. 

"World, defined, 138, 141 ; man of, described, 144 ; tto 
Rreseat a grave, 171. 
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